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INTRODUCTION. 



Mt autobiography . needs no preface. Its 
apology is a promise, made to one who had the 
best right to demand such a pledge, that before 
I retired from the profession I had adopted I 
■would publish a reGord of my life's expericnceB— ■ 
a promise now rendered saered by 



Which makes the honored memory of the ikad 
A trust with all the living." 

If one struggling sister in the great human 
family, while listening to the history of my life, 
gain courage to meet and brave severest trials ; 
if she learn to look upon them as blessings in 
disguise : if she be strengthened in the perform- 
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INTRODUCTION. 



ance of " daily duties," however " hardly paid ; " 
if slie be inspired with faith in the power im- 
parted to a Btrong viUl, whose end is good, — 
then I am amply rewarded for my labor. 



ANNA COBA MOWATT. 



Bavenswood, New Yobk, 
December 7, 1853. 
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY 01? AN ACTRESS. 



CHAPTER I. 

liy Faiher. — Miranda EJ^Edition. — My Mother. ~Barhj Recollec- 
tions.— La Casiagae.— Description of La Castagim by my 
Bmtker Charlet. — Jotir de Veiuiange— SI. Foy. -~ Funeral 
SoknBiUieaofaio-Pets. — LesCoBiplimenlsOHiheAnaieeraaryqf 
our Pierenia' Birthdays. — A Jirst Effort. — Ollietlo irt Freiwh. — 
My Dibut. — Bourdeaax. ~ Eaibar/cinff/or Near York. — Sea Voy- 
oye. — Shipyrrech—Lass of a Brother. — Descriptiortbymy Broth- 
er Charles of Storm and Wreck. — fleiHrn la Havre. — Seamd 
Sailing, and Arrival in New York. — School Days. — Paaiionfor 
Poetry. — Jiweai/e Doggerel. — First BViis of Praise. — Board- 
ing School. —- DroBiatio Representatioia at Home. — Performance 

i^Alsire. — Early Pr^adieei against Thealreg. — Bishop E n. 

— Fanny Kemble. — F%rat Viiit to the Park Theatre. — Imprea- 
tiona. —The Mitaei Wheatley. 

Mr father, Samuel G-, Ogden, of Now York, was the 
Bon of an Episcopal clergyman. For a number of 
yeara my father's name was prom.inent in the communi- 
ty as that of a successful merchant. He was the capi- 
talist in the celebrated Miranda expedition, which was 
designed to liberate South America; This expedition 
owed its failure to the treachery and ambition of Aaroa 
Burr, who, finding his own views interfered with, be- 
trayed his friend Colonel Smith, and informed the Spanish 
minister at Philadelphia of the purposes of the expedi- 
tion. The minister sent to the Spanish main a Balti- 
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14 ALTOBIOGKArHT or AN ACTUES3. 

more clipper, which gaye warning to the authorities. 
Two Spanish brigs<.f-war were despatched to intercept 
the expedition. An action look place between thess 
bng"! ind thf ship Lcander, belonging to my fatlier, and 
two schooners The schooners were captured, a portion 
of the men hung, and the rest imprisoned. Gen. Mi- 
randa, n ho WIS on board of the Leander, beat off the 
tivo brigs ot WIT — went to Trinidad, got reenforce- 
menta, and with foui hundred men took possession of 
the town of Coro, on the Spanish coast. He remained 
there ten or twelve days, and only retreated because he 
found the inliabitants not prepared to join him. Colonel 
Smith (the son-in-law of President Adams) and my 
fether were prosecuted for having fitted out an expedi- 
tion against a power in amity with the United States. 
The trial was a highly interesting one. Thomug Addia 
Emmet, CadwaUader D. Golden, Josiah Ogden Hoff- 
man, and Richard Harrison were their counsel The 
defendants were honorably acquitted. Although thia 
expedition failed, it was the first blow struck for liberty, 
and led to the subsequent independence of South Amer- 
ica. Bolivar himself made this declaration, and ex- 
pressed a readiness to compensate my father for hia 
beary losses. 

My mother, Eliza Ogden, was the daughter of Fran- 
cis Lewis, and tlie granddaughter of that Francis Lewis 
whose signature is affixed to the Declaration of Independ- 
ence. 

My earliest recollections are of a beautiful old coun- 
try seat, called La Castagne, and situated two miles 
from Bourdcaus, in France. My parents were residing 
in Bourdeaux at the time of my birth, hut removed U> 
La Castagne when I was only a few months old. My 
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father's commercial tran actions c luai-d him to pi= some 
eleven years abroad. Durn^ thi^ peiiod four daugh- 
ters were born, of whom I i\a8 the second 

I have ^im but most delightful remembrin es of La 
Castagne, which come to me like hilf f rgotte dieama. 
I remember a magnificent terrace wheie we children 
used to frolic — a beautiful walk called Allee d Amour," 
lined with tail trees, whose blanches met \n\ torraed a 
bower over the head — a laige ponl surrounded with 
statues, and filled with fishes which it wi^ our daily de- 
light to feed — a gayly painted ple'i.uro bmt always 
floating OB the pond — agtotto, caileil Ciljpaos Grot- 
to" — a miniature waterfall our cteit wondci and ad- 
miration — the whole jlace ■% very Eden of fruits and 
flowers. 

The following description of La Castagne is furnished 
me by my brother Charles, to aid my imperfect recol- 
lections of the beautiful spot that we first called " home." 

" Though so many years have passed since we dwelt 
there, I find no ditficulty in picturing to the mind every 
scene of La Castagne, that delightful residence of our 
earlier yeai-s, where life ivaa one joyous holiday. I only 
fear I may fail in the description you request of rae. 

"La Casfague is situated in the parish of Begles, 
about two miles from the gates of Bourdeaux, Its name 
was derived from a row of large horse-chestnut trees, 
which are thus called in patois, and which spread along 
the little stream that formed the boundary of one of the 
sides of this elegant country seat The whole property 
extended over about thirty acres, situated on a sloping 
ground, at the foot of which ran a beautiful rivulet, 
that separated it from the adjoining residence ; all the 
rest was enclosed by a high sicne wall of eight feet 
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" The dwelling, or chateau, which contained twenty-two 
rooms, and was built of stone and bt'ick, was on the 
highest part of the gi-ound, and overlooked a pleasant 
landscape ; in front was a beautiful jardin Anglais, of 
considerable extent, and comprising every variety of rare 
floral productions — tlie magnificent tulips esptcially 
81*6 still fresh in ray mind. In the centre of this wad 
' a bower of lovely form,' which waa the frequent even- 
ing resort of our as3embl<id family ; and running the 
whole length of the cliateau and flower garden were 
several rows of shady platanes, or plane trees, whose 
smooth bark had been often disfigured by the carved 
ditties of loving swains. The whole formed a level ter- 
race of about four acres ; and a stone abutment encircled 
one side of it, which was elevated twenty feet from the 
gardens below. In the rear of the main dwelling was 
an extensive lawn, around which were situated the out- 
houses, also of stone, and comprising first the dwellings 
of our peasants, then the wine buildings, sfables, and 
granaries, which formed two sides j and on the third 
aide were extensive accommodations for poultry, whose 
dwelling, surmounted by a fanciful pigeon house, was in 
a yard furnished with cheiTy trees for their especial 
benefit. There were also an aviary and apartments 
for rabbits, guinea pigs, and other small quadrupeds. 
Extending from the rear of these buildings were eleven 
acres of vineyard, from which were made annually 
about thirty casks of wine ; then, by the side of the avia- 
ry, but below the terrace, was an extensive orchard, which 
furnished in abundance every variety of delicious fruits 
of that sunny clirae. Immediately adjoining was a 
large vegetable garden ; and the whole remainder of the 
lands consisted of parks, fields, and meadows, enclosed 
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by beautiful alleys cullivited w ith great eire One of 
these, the 'Allee Antoinette wts pjrticulailj luiioua; 
the trees, regular on each aide, -xnl uniting in ai arch, 
were (rimmed so artisticilly that "icircely a leif ven- 
tured to grow beyond its hmited barrier Ileie no ray 
of sun could penetrale on the narmest daj And then 
there was the ' Allee d'Amour' another romintio ivalk, 
besides a number of olhei* lartaking of the same 
peculiarity, and affording shade in alno^t every direc- 
tion. At the foot of the slope weie a clu^tei of trees, 
and a 'bosquet' of wildei clnractei than the rest, and 
this was called ' Calypso s Grotto In the centre, cot- 
ered with green moss, nert, seals one moru elevated 
than the otliei-s. ' In the qu et of this setludtd spot — 
no sound to break its sjhan soliti le but the garbling 
of wild birds, who in liappy security had cho en this fa- 
vorite home, and the con tant muimur of a cascade m 
the rivulet I have already mentioned which flowed be- 
neath the grotto — one could almost fancy that Calypso 
with her nymphs had indeed dwelt there, and there sat 
listening to the grave Mentor, whilst her eyes wers 
beaming with love for the youthful Telemachus. 

" But I must not forget one of the chief beauties of I/a 
Castagne, its whole length being traversed by a water- 
course, originating in a clear and beautiful spring, cov- 
ered over with an arched dome of masonry ; a lovely 
place that Narcissus might have made his constant re- 
sort, suiTOunded as it was with beautiful lilies, which, 
reflected in the limpid fountmn, seemed to remind one 
that the melancholy youth had in truth been there, and 
there pined away. The water thence flowed through & 
stone canal to a circular pond of considerable depth. 
This place, caUed the ' lavoir,' was devoted to useful pur- 
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poses, and was the particular resort of clucks and wash- 
erwomen. Thence a eanal led across the gaivJens to the 
opposite extremity of the grounds, where it emplied 
into another and more extensive pond, forming a sheet 
of water of about four hundred jarda in length, and one 
third tlie breadth. But this was devoted exclusively to 
pleasure. Its hanks were supported by stone work, and 
ornamented with staiuary of much taste. A s:\iling boat 
was ever ready for water excursions ; and several weep- 
ing wiliows afforded a pleasant shade for the angler. It 
nhounded in various species of fish, particularly the carp. 
Eunning through a diminutive forest, the water thence 
emptied into the rivulet spoken of before. 

" During our residence at La Castagne there was but 
one winter cold enough to form ice in the pond: tliis 
oace it la<!ted several days, and alForded good skating — 
A recreation quite novel to the denizens of Bounleaux. 
La Caslagne became then the resort of most of tlie 
English and American residenis of tlie city, and the 
poiid presented a scene of liveliness and fashion seldom 
equalled. There were good skaters even among the 
iftj" ' ■ ■ ' ■ ■ 'ere par- 

tic 

y joyous 
sec Eing, the 

M: hristmas 



our neighbors were all informed tliat our 'vendanges' 
would commence. When this day arrived, the peasants 
of all neighboring country seats flocked to La Cast^ae, 
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and all were diligently employed in the business of wine 
making. The women and a portion of the men sallied 
forth merrily into the vineyards with their baskets, and 
carefully gathered the grapes. As each basket was filled, 
it was brought in on their heads, balanced as only these 
peasants can haJance their burden ; and there was an 
actual emulation as to which could most frequently re- 
turn with his or her basket filled. Another portion of the 
men would be occupied in pressing, or rather trampling 
tlie grapes. Bai-efooted, and their trousers rolled up, 
they danced about in a large reservoir, which was the 
receptacle of the contents of each basket as it succes- 
sively arrived ; and the gleeful song kept time with the 
wine-stiiined legs, as the juice of the grape flowed 
beneath the tuneful tramp. Often have I joined this 
merry party, and, barefooted, helped to express the wine. 
The advantage of using feet is, that they yield to the 
stem and seeds, and the grape only is crushed, without 
tlieir bitterness mixing with the pure juice. From this 
reservoir the wine is constantly carried into large cuves, 
where it undergoes fermentation, and is in time further 
prepared for tlie table. This gay scene with us usually 
occupied three days, and all who came to assist were 
entertained with a plentiful collation, served on bug 
tables on the green lawa, where the day was closed with 
the happy pea.'iants' dance, the fiddler being a regular 
attendant at each ' vendange.' As the neighboring es- 
tates each had in turn their festival, our peasants went 
to assist them, and were treated with the same joyful 
cheer till the round was completed. 

"Next to La Castagne, some of our pleasantest remi- 
niscences are of St. Foy, a small fortified town, encircled 
by a high wall, with its ancient cathedral, and its anti- 
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quatei college, and situated on the romantic liiints of 
the limpid Dordogne," 

We had nnmeroiia pets at La Castagne, and those 
I can well remember. The ones mout prized by me 
dmnced not to be of a very poetical class — no other 
than certain young families of guinea pigs, whose num- 
ber had an indefinite increase. Fortunately there were 
deaths now and then amongst them ; and I have a very 
distinet recollection of the funeral obsequies paid to these 
beloved favorites. We nere then five brothei-s and 
seven sisters. We used to form ourselves into a proces- 
sion of mourners. Two of the boys carried oa their 
shoulders a rude box for a coffin, contwning the dead 
body of the favorite covered with a white pall, over 
which were strewed fresh flowers. The procession was 
headed by our third brother, Charles, who carried a 
huge bell, which he tolled with considerable violence as 
the procession moved on. At the grave the box was 
placed in the earth, and the bell toller, who was quite 
celebrated amongst us for his powers of oratory, deliv- 
ered a flowery and moving address, to which we lis- 
tened with profound attention, making all due efforts to 
shed (eai-s at the proper places. The earth was then 
shovelled in, and we all ran off to play, or perhaps to 
look forward n ith some excitement to the decease of the 
next favorite. 

We had one custom among us — I presume of 
French origin — which has also left a deep impression. 
On the anniversary of the birthday of our parents, we all 
assembled early in the morning to await their entrance 
into the breakfast room. Every child had some little 
cadeau to offer. The elder ores generally presented 
Bcrolla containing verses, — sometimes copied, sometimes 
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original, — and the younger ones bouquets of violets. 
The verses were inscribed on large slieela of paper, 
surrounded by drawings of wreaths of flowers and other 
devices, and were styled " hs complimenls'' When our 
parents appeared, we wput up to them ia turn, according 
to our ages, proudly offering our " compliments," and 
receiving kisses and words of encouragement in return 
— praises which made that dayajuhilee. I remember, 
when I could not have been more Ibao five years old, 
growing very weary in the effort to copy verses in a 
large, round hand, to be presented on one of these birth- 
day anniversaries. After a deal of Molt iug and scratch- 
ing, aad beginning anew, they were finished at last. I 
can see them now as they lay before me, written on a 
huge sheet, nicely rolled up and tied with gay ribbons, 
ready to be offered. Baby, almost, as 1 was, I expe- 
rienced a sensation of pride and delight which has not 
often bceo surpassed in after years. 

The performance of private plays seems to have been 
the favoi-ite amusement of my elder sisters and brotliers. 
1 can only remember one of these occasions — the one 
on which I made my own debiU. The play represented 
was Othello, translated into French. My eldest sister 
enacted Desdemona; my eldest brother Othello; tlie 
second sister Emilia ; the second brother Casslo, dou- 
bling the part with that of the uncle ; the third brother 
1^0, doubling the part with that of the judge. The 
other brothers and sisters filled the remaining characters. 
In the French version, however, the dramalis personcB 
are not the same as in the Othello of Shakspeare. The 
■variations from the original text are, in some instances, 
of the most comical nature. 

A difficulty ocpurred about the judges in the trial 
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scene. Our dramatic corps proTCd insufficient to furnish 
judges. To supply this vacancy, the four younger chil- 
dren were summoned, dressed in red gowns and white 
wigs, made to sit on high benches, and instructed to pay 
great attention, and not to laugh. Of these children I 
was the youngest; and at five years old, in the sedate 
and solemn character of a judge, upon a mimic stage, 
I made my first appearance in that profession of which 
it was the permission of divine Providence tliat I should 
one day in rtality become a membei 

Ihe fe'itnities o* that night were m lo oi of ny 
fathers birthlay The eiening ummenced with the 
chnsteniog of the youngest cbJd Ihe play succeeded, 
and \ hall closed the night, oi lather uihoied in Ihe 
motning On the same night a similar ^erslon of 
Othello was enitted at the The aire Royal by Lafout 
the Bucce soi uf the gr^at Tdma One of oui fiii-nds 
attended both reprtsentations The lago of our troupe 
confadently asked thi gentleman whethei the perform 
ance at the Theatri. Roj il at all approai-hed our home 
delineations The e\ict answer lelurned is not on 
record; hut the ambitious young , questioner presumed 
that there could be but one reply. 

1 cannot recollect the performances of my elder 
brothers and sisters, but I have heard that tliey dis- 
played remarkable dramatic talent. This talent does 
not appear to have been inherited. My father merely 
appreciated theatrical performances without having a 
passion for them ; and my beloved mother was brought 
up in a school too rigid to inspire any particular love 
for the stage. She enjoyed a good play in common with 
other persons of cultivation and taste ; but never joined 
in any private performance, nor appeared very fre- 
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quently at a public. I have often tried to discover the 
source ivhence sprang the power of I'epi'eaentation 
which seems to run througli one brancli of the family, 
but without succeiia ; nor can my father throw any light 
upon the subject. 

Before leaving France, the family removed to Bour- 
deaus. But I can scarcely call to mind that city. I 
only remember the public gardens where we used to 
play ; the deep, graaa-covered hollow in their centre, 
called le hassitt, around which we daily danced, ia a ring, 
with a host of Utile French children ; and I recollect 
some of our merry French games, but nothing else. 

I waa in my seventh year when we embarked from 
Bourdeaux for New York in the ship Brandt. Even at 
this day I cannot think of that dreadful voyage without 
a siiudder. The ten-ible crash with which we were 
early one morning waked from sleep still sounds in my 
eai-s. The ship waa pitching so violently tiiat we chil- 
dren could scarcely hold ouraelves in our berths. One 
liltle siater was thrown out and bruised against tha 
great dmner fable. The water was pouring down the 
companioa way, and threatening to flood the whola 

My brother Charles, at my earnest request, fumishcB 
me with hia recollections of the voyage and shipwreck, 
which I insert : — 

" Wo left St. Foy to join the remainder of the family 
on our return to America. We sailed from ISourdeaux 
in the ahip Ei-andt, captain Steinaur; and on the 17lh 
September we left the river, and passed the 'Tour da 
Cordovan,' at the month of the Gironde, a place we had 
before visited in some of our summer excursions to tha 
sea shore. The ' Tour de Cordovan' is built on a rode 
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far out III the sea, and for six months of tlie year ia often 
nnapproacliable, on account of the boisterous waves that 
wash its base : the family living there, and ivho have 
charge of the revolving light, have then no communica- 
tion with Ibe external world for a length of time. In 
Bummer the rock is dry, and is often visited. The 
tuilJing, which is of square stone, was erected during 
the reign of Henri IV., and is four hundred feet above 
the level of the sea : the lower part contains apai-tments 
for every sort of artisansliip ; and a spiral stairway of 
three hundred and sixty-flve steps, relieved at intervals 
by large Gothic chambers, conducts to tlie top, where 
one can examine the curious mechanism of a revolving 
light of intense brilliancy, that sends its warning for 
many and many a league lo the adventurous mariner in 
that fearful Bay of Biscay. On one side the view ex- 
tends far OTer ihe fertile valley of the Gironde, whilst 
on the other it reaches only the infinite blue of this 
turbulent bay. 

" We had the usual quantity of storms and boisterous 
weather in making our way out of the Bay of Biscay. 
The Brandt was a good ship, though perhaps loo deeply 
laden. There was a large saloon on the after deck, 
where all our meals were served, and which was our 
Bocial hall. Our family on board consisted of our 
■parents, se^en sisters, (one of whom was married,) and 
three biolhers. There were, besides tliese, other pas- 
sengers. 

"On the afternoon of the SOth September, being then 
nearly ofT the Western Islands, we experienced a tre- 
mendous gale from the north-west. That evening we 
were all assembled in the saloon for the last time. All 
night the storm continued with increasing violence. Oa 
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the Isf of October, our two younger brolhers, {one ten, 
tlie other tivelve years of age,) ivho slept in the state 
room with me, having, Jike all on board, spent a restless 
night, rose at dawn of day, and went on deck. The 
ofBoer on duty bade tjiem not remain there ; and they 
■went into the saloon, where it was thought there was at 
least safety. 

" At about half past six there was a terrible, deafening 
crash ; the sound of which, breaking upon drowsy ears, 
Btill reverberates in my mind. The Vessel had been 
struck on the larboard bow by a tremendous wave, 
which, crossing her from stem to stern, rent up every 
thing, and completely swept our decks, whilst it threw 
the ship with her beam ends in the sea. The caboose, 
longboat, and water casks, cables, and everj' thing amid- 
ships, her bulwarks, and eveiy particle of the saloon, 
were violently shattered and washed away, and the deck 
around the companion way and forecastle hatch com- 
pletely torn up, making tlie whole ship a wreck indeed. 
The masts alone were uninjured. Fortunately she soon 
righted.* 

" My first thought was, of course, for my brothers, 
knowing Ihat they had gone on deck ; and as soon as 
possible, I rushed, half clad, up the companion way. 
Here a scene of desolation presented itself that I should 
in vain attempt to describe. The naked decks, with 
nothing but the masts standing, the rigging flying in 

* "To Ki^esoiiie idpci of how completely the Tesad ivas thrown 
doim, I will mration that a stack of liny thnt wa' on deck was 
found, when tho ship lighted, in tho main jard, having been picked 
up out of the sea ; and another eiroumstanoa : one of our sJBtera, 
who slept in a square state room on the windward side, was thrown 
from her borth into that of the sister opposite, and without injury," 
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eveiy directio tl b 1 k lestroyed, and presenting 
no barrier to tl wl I witli every roll of ihe 

vessel, washed tl 1 k and down into the cabin; 

then the wave m unt, a I h, and foaming with fury, 
that seemed e j m m n to threaten destruction; 
whilst ilie gu ty bl , howling through the rigging, 
were a fit dirge for the impending fate. 

"I could not i-each the deck. Struck with awe and 
wonder, I looked around for some living being to tell 
me of my biothera. Too soon, alas ! the sad tale waa 
revealed. A sturdy seaman, (our second mate,) whose 
lioneat heart had made him a, favorite with us, was seen 
cramped to the rigging, about midships, and drawing 
something out of the sea. Presently our youngest 
brother appeared, and as the mate reached me, and 
placed his almost inanimate form in my arms, he pointed 
astern, and said, ' The other is lost ! ' I looked, and on 
a ci'ested billow, fast receding, and already far from us, 
I caught a momentary glimpse — the last of poor Ga- 
briel I I subsequently learned from the mate, that, when 
the vessel first righted, he saw Gabriel in the sea, having 
hold of a fragment of the joUyboat. He seized a rope 
and threw it to him. The boy let go his boat, and swam 
to the rope; but it sank before he could catcli it. Ha 
then turned to his boat again, and was beyond the 
reach of assistance before any could be rendered. The 
mate then saw the youngest brother, also overboard, and 
clinging to the main sheet, which waa hanging over 
the side, every roll of the vessel taking him under 
water. His effort to save him was successful, though to 
loosen his hold he had much difficulty. 

" Besides these, five men were washed overboard, but 
were all providentially saved by tlie effects of a counter 
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wave, and but tivo seriously injured; one had broken 

" A sad duty had now devolved upon me, aa I ap- 
peared below Willi the lialf-drowned boy in my arms, 
and met the affrighted members of the family, who by 
this time had collected in the mtun cabin. To their 
anxious inquiries, and to those of a distressed motlier, it 
was my painful task to repeat the awful words of the 
brave sailor, ' The other is lost ! ' I cannot depict the 
anguish of that moment : though our cabin was deluged 
with water, and threatening danger seemed each instant 
about to hurry us all into eternity, one loud Jamentation 
for him, who perhaps had only for a brief pei-iod 'gone 
before,' escaped every bosom, and sorrow absorbed the 
sense of peril. But all thoughts now turned to the fond 
mother, whose agonized heait more keenly than any 
other felt this poignaat loss. 

' Her big Ewol'n grief autposaed 



" Throughout the day the storm continued with un- 
abated fury. Our disabled vessel lay to, the sport of 
every wave. For a while we seudded. As night set in, 
she was again struck by an immense sea, which, taking 
her in the stern, stove in oar dead lights, and deluged 
the cabin again; whilst oa deck it severely injured 
several pereons, almost killing the helmsman, beside 
breaking the wheel. The ship was again hove to ; and 
through tliat long night, and part of the nest day, each 
hour appearing more fearful than the last, wind and 
wave seemed to contend with undiminished violence a3 
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to whiclj should strike the fiital blow that would end our 
Btruggles and completely demolish our already unsafe 
vessel. 

" At length, after forty-eight hours' continuance, the 
storm abated. Once more a bright sun appeared, and 
hope smiled upon us (hrough its cheering rays. Some 
time was spent in such repaira as could be made, and it 
was decided, the wind being westerly, that we should 
put back for the nearest port in Europe. Al! our live 
stock and fresh provisions being washed away with the 
entire supply of cooking utensils, it was fortunate that, 
among (he private stores in the cabin, we had a quantity 
of French conserves, yd ;es de perigord,de foie gras,&aA 
so forth ; but these luxuries became exceedingly distaste- 
ful when they constituted our cliief food for several 
days. On the filih day we encountered a craft that 
supplied US with some bread and a barrel of potatoes, 
as well as an iron kettle. Never shall I forget the de- 
lightful relish that those pataioes proved to have after 
we had remained so long without the means of cooking 
any thing. 

" The wind being favorable as we entered the British 
Channel, we continued our course, and reached Havre 
on the ilth October. The Brandt was reported at 
Havre, and the anxious surprise of our elder brother, 
who was residing there, soon brought him on board. 
The meeting with an afflicted mother opened afresh her 
lacerated heart. No word was spoken ; our dismantled 
ship and the one missing form too plainly told the 
sad tale, 

" The Brandt was necessarily abandoned, and on the 
15th OcCobor we sailed for New York in the packet ship 
' Queen Mab.' "We had a long passage of foity days. 
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with muct boisterous weatlier ; but nothing worthy of 
particular note occurred, save the loss of oiio of ouc 

" It was ere the dawn of day ; a western gale had partly 
subsided, and the wind came only in gusts : two men 
were ordered to let out a reef in the spanker — one of 
them, a sailor whose fine appearance and handsome, 
happy countenance had often attracted the attention of 
the passengers, was on the extreme end of the boom, 
when it was suddenly jerked by a fitful blast so Tio- 
lently as to throw both men off, the one at the end fall- 
ing into the sea. Immediately the 017 ran through the 
ship, ' All hands ahoy — a man oTcrboard ! ' and, ring- 
ing through the cabin, sent a thrill in every heart that 
made each slumberer leap to hi.^ feet. The captain was 
quickly on deck, and many half-clad passengers, rushing 
from their berths, followed !iim. 

" The ship was hove to as rapidly as possible, and the 
mate, with two seamen, jumped into the stern boat. 
There was no hesitation ; the word was given, ' Let go,' 
and the frail bark struck the sea. It was a noble sight 
to see these three men, perilling their own lives in a 
rough sea to try to sare a fellow-creature. They plied 
their oars in the wake of the ship, and soon were out of 
eight. 

" Silently and anxiously we watched for lliem for up- 
wards of an hour. At last, when mom began to ' wave 
her purple wings,' we descried the boat returning. As 
Boon as they were within sound, they were hailed by 
the captain with an 'All well ? ' Breathlessly we listened 
for a reply; a mournful 'No I' was echoed back; and 
as the brave fellows ascended the deck, an emotion of 
Bympatky was felt for their noble daring, and a silent 
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tear moistoncd the eye for the fate of flicir former com- 
panion." 

New York was in future to be our permanent abode. 
For a time erery thing seemed strange to the younger 
children. We could understand but very little English; 
and American children, with whom we could not con- 
verse, seemed dull companions in comparison with onr 
merry little playmates of Les Jardins P^tbliq^tes. My 
thoughts were always wandering ba<:k to the pleasant 
places we had left, and I longed to exchange the red- 
brick walls for green trees and beautiful gardens. " Shall 
we never return ? " " Must we live here always ? " were 
questions often asked with childish eagerness, but never 
satisfactorily answered. 

Then came sebool days, with their busy round of joys 
and cares — joys less perfect than those of after years, 
and cares that press as heavily on tlie child's unstrength- 
ened heart as life cares on that of matured but courage- 
ous womanhood. So at least I thought, and still think. 
Soon after our arrival in New York, we were placed at 
Mrs, Okiil's boarding school — and there I appeared 
for the second time on a mimic staje. It was in a little 
French play, — I do not even recollect its name, — 
performed, after a public examination of the scholars, for 
the amusement of the parents and guardians. My sister 
Matilda and I were intrusted with important parts, and 
won many praises. 

For a long period I did not entirely recover from the 
consequences of the sea voyage and its terrible excite- 
ments, and my school days were frequently interrupted 
by fits of illness. I was, however, permitted to read as 
much as I chose, and availed myself amply of the priv- 
ilege. I read any thing and every thing that I could 
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find. Of poetry I was never tired, and at ten years 
old I had read the whole of Shatspeare's plays many 
times over. My reading was not guided — I was 
allowed to take any book that I chose, French or 
English, from my father's library. When I look hack 
Upon some of the works which I perused with avidity 
at that early age, I can hardly believe it possible that a, 
child could luive waded through them, or culled out 
meaning enough to render the subjects interesting. I 
amused myself by wriling also, anijh?iciedth!i,t I wrote 
poetry, because I made the ends of the lines rhyme. 
Every marriage, or birth, or death, or esciiing circiim- 
6tance"that occurred in the family invariably furnished 
me with a subject. All my deeper feelings spontane- 
ously expressed themselves in verse. I used lia sit for 
hours stringing doggerel together, and longing to show it 
to somebody who would be sure to say that the veraes 
were veiy beautiful. I seldom had courage to exhibit 
these infantile productions, but hiid little plots to secure 
their being seen. Sometimes I would leave a copy of 
verses on the floor in some of my brothei-s' rooms, or on 
the nursery, mantelpiece, or write them on the walls in 
the garden, which at one pei'iod were covered over with 
rhymes. I seldom got praised for any of these effusions, 
and I doubt whether they deserved any praise ; though 
T, at the (ime, imagined them very fine. One day I 
letfall a little "poem" — as I designated it — in the room 
of one of my brothers, and soon after perceived him 
coming out of his apartment with the paper in his hand. 
He went down stairs, and, unperceived, I stole softly 
after him. When he entered the drawing room, where 
my father was sitting, I dropped down on the last step, 
with my heart beating so painfully that I could scarcely 
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breathe I could liear him say, " Just read this, papa ; 
it is some of Anna's nonsense." 

I sat still, too much agitated to move, but not able to 
overhear what passed, until the words came Ijd me in 
my father's voice, " I wish you would call her." 

I spi'ang up to hetake myself to flight ; but my brother 
had opened the door before I could disappear. I was 
summoned. I entered the room like a culprit who had 
been guilty of some heavier crime than that of murder- 
ing English and perpetrating bad poetry. 

" Did you write these lines yourself?" inquired my 
father, in his usual kind tone. 

" Yes," I answered. 

"Are you sure that nobody helped you? Are you 
sure that you did not get them out of some book ? " 

I replied, indignantly, that they were my ovyn. I was 
beginning to be elated by the idea that probably I had 
produced something wonderful, after all. 

" They are not very good grammar," satd my father; 
"but they are quite pretty, for all that. Who knows 
what my little cliicken may turn out one of these days ? " 
he added, caressing me. 

These were the first wordi of praise that had ever 
been bestowed upon what I wrote. I felt inclined to 
cry for joy ; but my brother took the lines, and be- 
gan pointing out the flagrant mistakes in metre, in 
grammar, in sense ; and I snatched the paper out of 
Ills hand and ran away. My childish heart was full 
of conflicting emotions — delight at my father's ap- 
proval — vexation with my brother — shame at ray 
own ignorance in writing so incorrectly. For a long 
penod after that I kept every thing 1 wrote carefully 
locked up, and made a bonfire when my store accumu- 
lated beyond bounds. 
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At school I was too wild, too " ungovernably gay," to 
gain the highest honors. I learned with great rapidity 
any thing I faneicd; but the good marks I got for my 
studies were too often counterbalanced by bad marks 
received for talking, making the other girls laugh, or 
disobeying rules. I and one of my younger sisters were 
constantly convicted of being ringleaders in all mis- 
chief which had merriment for its end, I was general- 
ly at the head, or very near the head, of classes for 
reading, recitation of poetry, mythology, history, physi- 
ology, mental philosophy, &;c., but as invariably at the 
foot of grammar, arithmetic, algebra. The multiplica- 
tion table I never succeeded in learning. Sums in the 
rale of thi-ee, and French verbs, were my childhood's 
miseries. I considered them invented for my own par- 
ticular torment, I got into the more deep disgrace on 
these points because I was tolerably bright in other re- 

During a portion of our school-day probation, two 
sisters and I were placed at boarding school in New Eo- 
chelle. There I was really unhappy. I had but one 
source of consolation aad delight — the little garden 
which I was permitted to plant and call my own. "We 
each were given a bit of ground about four feet square, 
and allowed to work there a short time every day. 
These are the only happy hours I can remember 
amongst the many lonely and miserable ones that made 
up the year. Nor were these miseries imaginary. We 
were harshly treated — punished for the slightest in- 
fringement of most severe rules — inadequately fed 
— and deprived of all pleasures but a formal walk 
every aiVernoon, a short " intermission " twice a day, (at 
which we were forbidden to make any noise,) and the 
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much-prized and delightful garden digging. Wiien I 
■was twoive years old, we were summoned home. Our 
father's house seemed paradise, indeed, from the contrast. 
We onco more hecame day scholars in good schools, and 
merry as uncaged linnets. 

Our favorite amusement coatinued to be the enacting 
of plays and reciting poetical dialogues. I soon became 
stage manager and director of all these di-amatic per- 
formances, and was called upon to write Iresh scenes, 
add in new characters, or alter the denouements, accord; 
ing to the fancies of our whimsical little corps. 
Sometimes we invented the plots of these plays, — or 
selected tliem from incidents in history, — cliose charac- 
ters, dressed for them, and improvised tlie dialogues and 
the scenes during performance. We did not cai'e par- 
ticularly for audiences — they generally consisted of our 
schooimales or any accidental visitors, and very often 
we had no audience at all. These plays merely took 
the place of other childish games, and afforded an intel- 
lectual excitement as well as amusement. 

I was fourteen years old when I conceived the project 
of preparing some grand celebration in honor of our 
father's birthday. We would enact a standard play — 
a real play. It should be studied and produced with 
great care. The friends of our elder sisters and our 
parents should be invited as well aa our own. For once, 
we would act before growji-up people, and ou a great oc- 
casion. The play selected — betause it required no 
scenery, and only such cliiractei=as we could readily fill, 
■witli the assiatance of some school friends — was Vol- 
taire's Alzire, tr^n'.lited mlo Engli'h All our male 
characters were represented by young girls, for our 
brothers had passed the days when they cotiid have 
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rear the sock and buskin amongst 
juveniles. Our parents would not have allowed us to 
supply their places with any but those of our own sex. 

A great ditficulty arose in procuring costumes for the 
Spanish and Moorish heroes — a difficulty which came 
aeav ruining our project. Mr. Simpson, the excellent 
and gentlemanly manager of the Park Theatre, with his 
delightful family, iived opposite. "We had no acquaint- 
ance with them beyond bowing to the chiidren when 
we met in the street. It was proposed, however, that 
three or four of the most confident of our number should 
pay a Visit to Mra. Simpson, and beg her to use her in- 
Muence with her husband to lend us certain costumes 
from the wardrobe of the theatre. Mrs. Simpson re- 
ceived us very Itindly. I was made spokesman on the 
occasion, and, but for her sweet face and gentle manners, 
should liave found some difficulty in making known the 
wishes of our youthful committee. Evidently much 
amused at our enthusiasm, she promised that we should 
have the dresses. In return, we invited her children to 
be present at the performance. 

We had many, a great many, rehearsals, some before 
our parents and elder sisters, who, after witnessing one 
of these, consented to invite their friends. When the 
play concluded, the evening was to end with a ball. 
The performance was to take place in the back draw- 
ing room. To supply tlie place of scenery, it was hung 
round with crimson curtains, through which we were to 
make our entrances and exeunts. The audience were 
to sit in rows in the front drawing room. We had a 
drop curtain and a prompter, who stood ready with his 
book and bell (or rather her book and bell, for she was 
a young lady) to mark the division of the acts by the 
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falling of the curtain. Of course, tliere could be no 
change of scene. The audience were supposed courte- 
ously to iTiiagine when we were talking by moonlight in 
s, wood, or by torcliiight in a prison, or by daylight in 
a lady's boudoir. 

The eventful evening so anxiously expected by our 
little troupe came, and with it a boat of visitors. They 
were presented with neatly- written programmes at the 
door, and seated in a manner to allow the old people and 
children a close proximity to the stage. A prologue 
had been written by a talented friend, (Miss Anna L. 
Putnam, sister of the publisher,) to be spoken by our 
youngest little sister JuUa, then scarcely four years old. 
She was my pupil, and I Lad cause to be proud of 
her, I think I was more anxious that she should acquit 
herself brilliantly than that I should perform my own part 
with eeUa. Her talent for the stage, even at that age, was 
a marvel. She did not speak with parrot-like precision, 
as though the words had been taught to her ; but uttered 
Ihem as though she comprehended them, knew their full 
value, and gave them a meaning of her own. 

The curtain rose, and she came tripping forward, un- 
shadowed by the loueh of fear — a round, rosy, lovely 
child, with a look full of intellect, and a grace which no 
art could teach. On her fair, curling hair we had 
placed a wreath of rosebuds and leaves ; and she wore 
a little white dress, looped up with pink ribbons. Her 
recitation of the prologue seemed to me perfection ; and 
those who were better judges, and still remember it, say 
that no poem could have been more effectively delivered. 
Her presence of mind must have been something re- 
markable, for, the curtain not failing at the right mo- 
ment, she prettily repeated over the last lines, kissing 
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her hand and courtesying three or four times as she 
backed up the stage with the knowledge of a veteran 
artist. This had not heen taught to her. As soon as 
we could catcK her in our arms, she was almost smoth- 
ered, with kiasea; hut she was a calm, self-possessed 
little creature, free from all vanity, and did not appear 
in the least excited. She had played her part well, and 
only wanted lo escape into the drawing room, to sit on 
her mother's knee and watch the others perform. 

The play went off with gi-eat eclat, as the tears of the 
audience, bestowed as freely as their applause, amply 
testified. I enacted the part of Alzire, and succeeded 
in losing my own identity in that of the heroine. My 
father came behind the scenes when the play was over, 
and his words of commendation sank deep in my heart. 
I wondered if I really deserved them, and if other 
people would say the same. Our stage dresses were 
quickly laid aside for ball costume, and the evening 
ended wifh dancing and great hilarity. 

Strange to' say, up to this period I had visited a 
theatre bat once, and that only a few weeks before our 
birthday file. For some years our parents and their 

children had all attended the church of Dr. E n, now 

Bishop E n. I went to Sunday school with my 

sisters twice every Sunday — at first as pupil, and then 
as teacher. I had a species of enthusiastic admiration 
and reverence for Bishop E— — ^n. I loved to see him 
enter the Sunday school ; I loved to hear him in the 
pulpit ; and was happier all day if he accidentally 
bestowed upon me a passing word. lie disapproved 
of theatres ; he pronounced them the " abodes of sin and 
wickedness." It never occurred to me to inquire what 
he really hnew of theatres; but 1 trusted impUcilly 
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in his supposed information. I determined that I never 
would eater siidi a dreadful place. My sistera went 
now and then with our father ; but, in spite of my decided 
passion for plays and for acting, the thought of the 
ima^nary monsters of evil, 'which I was certainly to 
behold, kept me away, 

Fanny Kemble was then taking her farewell of the 
Btage. Her nsimu was on every body's lips ; her praises 
echoed from all sides. I read critiques upon her acting 
in the papers, and heard her talked of as a most devoted 
daughter and truly excellent woman. I could not help 
longing to see her; but the old. objections were sti'ong 
within me, and I was afraid of being laughed at if I 
confessed that my interest in the woman made me will- 
ing to enter such a place, as I supposed a tlieatre to be, 
to Bee the actress. Her last engagement was drawing 
to a close. My sisters had witnessed several of her 
performances, and constantly mentioned them with 
delight. 

One morning my father overtook us as we were walk- 
ing to school. He accosted my elder sisler with, " I am 
going to take seats to see Fanny Kemble to night in the 
Hunchbaek. Would you like to go ? " 

She, of course, answefed in the affirmative. I looked 
at my father, longing for him to ask me ; but I had too 
often cried down the theatre with childish violence, and 

quoted Dr. E- n as authority. I dai'ed not request 

that my father would take me. 

Just as ho was leaving ua, ho said, carelessly, " And 
80 you, Anna, are never going ? " 

I could not resist the temptation, and answered, in a 
Mtering voice, " I should Uke to see Fanny Kemble 
just once" 
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" 0, jou have changed your mind ? Very well ; I 
will take a seat for you to-night," was his reply. 

That day few were the studies to which I attended. 
I could think of nothing but the theatre, and do nothing 
but long for eveniag to come. It did come at last, 
aft«r a day that seemed like a week, and to the theatre 
we went. When we entered the boxes, my first sensa- 
tion was of bewilderment at the crowd, the lights, the 
music, the sea of expectant faces beneath us in the pit, 
and mounting in waves around us and above us. Yet I 
did not quite forget that there must be some " sin and 
wickedness" which I could not copiprehend, and I 
believe I even asked my father to have the goodness to 
point out the " harm." He might have told me, what I 
learned in after years, that the " harm " consisted in the 
perversion of good to evil ; in abuses which had nothing 
to do with the drama itself; in the poison which evil 
minds, like spiders, draw from the rose whence the bee 
sucks hut honey. 

The curtain ascended, and I was all eyes and ears- 
Fanny Kemble appeared in the second scene, and I 
thought I had never beheld any creature so perfectly 
bewitching. The tones of her voice were richest music, 
and her dark, flashing eyes seemed to penetrate my 
very soul. Her " Clifford, why don't you speak to 
me ? " made me start from my seat ; and her " Do it ! " 
to Master Walter, electrified me, as indeed it did the 
whole audience. The play was a reality from begin- 
ning to end, and I laughed and wept immoderately. 

After the drama, the two Misses Wheatley danced a 
pas de detix ; and though I have since beheld the finest 
European ballet dancers, none ever made the delightful 
impressions that those chastely-graceful girls left upon 
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my mind. I little thought that in after years I should 
have the pleasure of becoming acquainted with them ; 
no longer children, but most refined and accomplished 
ladies, exemplary wives, — one of them a mother, — and 
hoth gracing the high sphere in which they move 
Their stage garments have long been laid aside; but the 
stage needs no better defence than the blameless lives 
of these two admirable and lovely women and their 
mother. 

All my prejudices against the theatre melted "into 
thin air " with this first night ; but I went very seldom, 
not more than three or four times, 1 thinlt, while 1 
remained at school. 
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i[y eMcsl Sister. — First Ai^iamlaiicc wiilk Mr. Moaatl. — Singii/ar 
JmpresaiOTts. — Siiddm Priu'ecl ofediiatting a Child for a Wife. — 
Madam Ckegaray's Scfioot — AMre. — Attempt at an Offer Jrua- 
traled.— The first Love Letter. — A Refusal and a Consent. — 
Hy FaOer's Stipulatians. — A Wedding Party vsithoKt a Bride. — 
Preparationa for the Perfbrmance qf the Drama of the Mouminff 
Bride. — Effect of a Lover's Melancholy. — A Promise. — The 
Confidant. — Novel Mode of proeuring and preparing a bridal 
WardT'Ae.~Adrentm-es. — Refiisalof three Clei'gymen to perform 
the Ceremony. — A ranmcay Weddhv/. — Reoeontre aith a Father. 
—A Child keepsa Serret.—A Fm-ewell. — Breaking the Neva, — 
" The Bride-s Fiower."— The Pardon. — Bridal Celebralioa. 

I MCST go back to my thirteenth year, to relate one of 
the most imporfant incidents of my life, the one which 
was (o govern my whole future esiatence. My eldest 
sister Charlotte, with her two little children, passed a 
summer at Eoekaway, for the enjoyment of eea bathing. 
Among the guests at Eock Hall was James Mowatt, of 
New York, a young barrister of education and fortune. 
He was much charmed with my sister, imagining her to 
be a youthful widow. This mistake she never discov- 
ered until his admiration was expressed in open terms. 
When infoi-med that he was addressing a married 
woman, his chagrin was so great that she laughingly 
consoled him by saying, " O, I have plenty of j'oung 
sisters at home, and one of them very much resembles 
me. Call upon me in New York, and I will make you 
acquainted with her." 
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In a few weeks she returned to t!ie city. Mr. Mowatt 
made no delay in paying his respeets. TJie school, 
which four of us cliildren attended, was directly oppo- 
site our residence. While we were in the midst of our 
studies one day, a messenger came to say that the eldest 
of the schoolgirl sisters must come home. She was the 
one that striltingly resembled our sister Charlotte. T 
asked the servant if any thing had happened. She re- 
plied, " No ; that there was only a gentleman in the draw- 
ing room, who entreated that my sister might be sent 
for." I had heard Mr. Mowatt much talked of in the 
family, and felt a childish curiosity to see him. With- 
out permission, I accompanied my sister home, and 
watched her while her beautiful hair was recurled, and 
her schooldress laid aside for a more becoming attire. 
She was ushered into the drawing room ; and I, of course, 
dared not enter. 

Alter waiting about half an hour, 1 remembered that 
I had received no permission to leave school, and, cer- 
tain visions of black marks rising up before me, I thought 
it judicious to return. But to go back without having 
seen this much-talked-of beau — I could not do that. 
I would enter the drawing room on some pretext. After 
hesitatmg a while, I opened the door, ran across the 
room, threw down my satchel of school books upon 
the centie table, — as though that must be their proper 
place, — gave one look towards the sofa, and ran out 

"Who is tJiat?" I heard the gentleman exclaim. 
" Only one of the children from the nursery," an- 
swered my eldest sister. 

" Do call her back," he urged. 

My sister came to the door and called out, as I was 
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flying up stairs, tolerably friglitened at what I Lad done, 
" Anna, Anna, come back and speak to Mr. Mowatt ! " 

" Jdon't care for Mr. Mowatt I" was the saucy re- 
ply that reached his ears ; and away I went. 

A servant was sent to summon me, but I refused to 
comply. I waited until I heard the gentleman take hig 
leave, then hurried down stairs to i-eturn to school. 
Mr. Mowatt was standing at the foot of the street door 
sttps, and placed himself in front of me with extended 
arms. There v/as no retreat, and he kept me prisoner 
for some time. I was, indeed, — 

" Wayward, bold, and wild, 
A aelf-willed imp, a grandam's child ; 
And hnlf a plague, and half a jest. 
Was still endured, beloved, caiessed," — 

and I answered his many questions with saucy, merry 
frankness, every now and then imploring to be freed. 
Finding he would not consent, I watched my opportu- 
nity, suddenly slipped beneath his arm, and ran across 
the street to school. I well remember the expression 
of his faee as I looked back, laughing heartily at the 
astonishment of my discomfited jiwler. 

I have very many times heard Mr. Mowatt describe 
this first interview to his friends, particularly to Mary 
Howitt, of London, and I only regret that I caunot con- 
vey his impressions in the same language. Soon afler 
he left the house, he encountered an intimate acquaint- 
anccj The subject turned upon courtship and matri- 
mony. His friend asked him how long he intended to 
remain a bachelor. 

" Not long," he replied, " if a little girl whom I saw 
to-day would only grow up." He then related what 
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had taken place, and added, emphatically, " I feel as 
though I should never marry unless I marry that 
child." 

I have often hexird him repeat Lis having used these 
words, and quote in connection with them Moore's beau- 
tiful lines — 

" 0, tlicre iirc looks and fnncs thai dart 
An instant eunahme through the heart, 
As though the soul that moment caught 
Some object it through lifo had Bought." 



From that moment he conceived the project of eda- 
cating me to suit his own views — of gaining my affec- 
tions, and, the instant I was old enough to be considered 
marriageable, of taking me to hia own home — his child- 
wife. His visits to tie family became very frequent. 
He always inquired for me ; but I was generally at 
school, or studying my lessons, or had gone to bed ; and 
he was constantly frustrated in his desire to see me. 
But his perseverance comprehended no discouragement. 
Our school was now changed — we were placed at 
Madame Chogaray's, to be instructed in the higher 
branches of education. On our way to school (which 
was about half a mile distant from our home) we regu- 
larly encountered Mr. MowatL He would walk beside 
me, carry my books and slate, and question me about 
my studies. Sometimes he made them clearer to me ; 
and very soon, under the stimulus of his suggestions, 
mj ambilion to become aa accomplished scholar- was 
aroused. Now and then I would propose to my sisters, 
for mischief, to take a different road, that he might miss 
us; but after a couple of days he discovered the slJata- 
gem, and stationed one of his clerks to watch which 
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sb-eet we took. He was thus instantly apprised if wo 
were going different ways. 

I thought it very grand to have so devoted a lover, 
and played the tyrant at tlitvteen and fourteen to my 
heart's content, Tet I owed almost entirely to Mr. 
Mowalt the rapid progress which I made in my studies 
at these ages. He directed my reading, furnished 
me with books, examined all my compositions, and 
(what I thought most delightful of all) supplied me 
with an endless quantity of flowers, as a species of re- 
ward for my industry. 

He was pi-esent at my performance of Alzire, and 
was naturally the most enthusiastic where all were en- 
thusiastic. The next morning he determined to offer 
himself, although I was not yet Meen. It was Satur- 
day, and there was no school. He called very early, 
and asked particularly for me. While my sisters were 
making their toilets, I hastened to the parlor in my 
morning dress. I was ei^er to listen to praises of the 
past night's efforts. But I was not more disappointed 
than astonished when the gentleman awaiting me com- 
menced a serious conversation, without making the 
slightest allusion to the play. I only comprehended 
enough to be alarmed. I did not reply, but, jumping up, 
called to my sister Charlotte to come down stairs quickly. 
She did so, inquiring what was the matter. Of course, 
this was an unansioerahle question, and the situation of 
two of the parties concerned must have been particularly 
ludicrous. 

When Mr, Mowatt left, I told her what had passed. 
She laughed, and said he was making sport of me, 
because I was such a forward child. But the sport 
proved earnest, and what I refused to listen to that day 
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was conveyed to me by letter the next. A school- 
girl of fourteen pondering over a love letter — an offer 
of marriage from a man many years her senior. It 
was in itself an amusing situation ; yet I found it a 
ptunftil one. I carried the imporlant document to one 
of my sisters, (the next to the eldesi,) and, making her 
promise secrecy, placed the letter in her hands. She 
read it without comment. 

"Wei!, and what are you going to do?" she in- 
quired, at its conclusion. 

" Get you lo help me to write an answer, and teil him 
I am too young to marry any body, and say something 
a-hovit friendship, and all that sort of thing — because I 
do like him veiy much." 

She told me I must write the letter myself, and she 
would correct it — she could do nothing more. I went to 
the nurseiy, for, ludicrous as it sounds, I still belonged 
to the nurfeiy — slept tliere, and there kept my books 
and writing materials ; and to the nursery I took my 
love Idler. I began an answer, and tore it up — ■ 
and began another, and another; and at last succeeded 
in writing a page of nonsense, v hich I thought very 
good sense. .1 took it to my sister to read. She pro- 
nounced that it would do ; and the letter was sent by 

Its effect, ho'vever, was very different from what we 
anticipated. Mr. Mowatt merely laughed at what he 
considered giilish shyness. He increased, rather than 
diminished, the number of his visits, and assumed the 
bearing of an accepted, instead of a rejected, lovei 
This went on for some time, and he took frequent op- 
portunities of assuring me that he could never be made 
ind the meaning of the word "No." It was 
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a safe way to woo a child, and when I was within a few 
weeks of fifteen, the " Wo " was forgotten, ond a " Yes " 
had taken its place. 

My father's consent was asked. He could find no 
objection to Mr. Mowatt, and made my extreme youth 
the only barrier. He replied, that, if we both remained 
of the same mind until I was aerenteen, he would give 
his sanction to our union. Meantime, Mr. Mowatt 
might eonticue his visits, and see me as often as any 
other gentleman. 

This answer did not satisfy a lover whose principal 
object was to direct the whole education of the girl he 
married. But my fatlier resisted all entreaties to give 
any other ; especially as I was the most sickly of his 
children, and greatly needed a mother's care. 

At fifteen I left school, and took drawing and music 
lessons at home, only studying whatever Mi-. Mowatt 
requested. The next winter I wius, with an elder sister, 
to be introduced into society. This was his particular 
dread, and he made up his mind that I should become 
his wife before that winter arrived. For six months 
his arguments to pei-suade me to leave my fathei^'s house 
were used in vain. Once I very nearly consented, and 
upon that half consent he built such confident hopes that 
the next morning all arrangements \vere made, at the 
house of his sister-in-law, for tlie performance of the 
nuptial ceremony. The necessary witnesses were as- 
sembled, and a carriage stood at the door to be de- 
spatched for the clergyman the moment 1 arrived. A 
young friend, who was to act as bridesmaid, came for 
me ; but, in spite of her persuasions smd remonstrances, 
she had to return alone, and dismiss the expectant bridal 
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September came, and the ball season was shortly lo 
commence. A party was to he given again this year in 
tonor of my father's birthday, October 17, and we were 
to enact another play. The Mourning Bride was se- 
lected ; but there being no character in wMch ilie talents 
of our gifted little sister Julia could be displayed, I was 
called upon to write a part. The only way I could 
devise was to furnish Queen "Zara witli a child, which 
child certainly proved a most wise, energetic, and talk- 
ative personage. The author would, I fancy, have been 
somewhat astonished and amused at the novel intro- 
duction. 

For weeks scarcely any thing was talked of but cos- 
tumes, and rehearsals, and scenic effects, and I found 
more pleasure than ever in conducting the stage man- 
agement, I was to enact one of the two heroines. But 
our meny preparations were doomed to have a sudden 
inteiTuption. 

I was pained to find that Mr. Mowatt no longer en- 
joyed his daily visits. He had become gloomy and dis- 
contented. He did not like the prospect of my entering 
into the gay world. He was convinced that, with my 
lively and excilable temperament, I would goon abandon 
my studies, and be wholly engrossed by social gaycties. 
I would he either lost to him, or so completely spoiled by 
too early an intercourse with society that his hopes con- 
cerning me could never be realized. Then he was no 
favorite with my family ia general. They did not ap- 
prove of my premature engagement. He was con- 
stantly subjected lo slights and annoyances, to which a 
man of spirit could ill submit. He made me feel that 
he was unhappy, and daily becoming moi'c so. More 
earnestly than ever he entreated me to become his wife 
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without furthar dilaj I propo'ied that we should again 
attempt to obtain my father's sanction ; but Uiat Mr. 
Mowatt pronounced useless For a long time I resisted 
his persuasions , but at lx.t, nhen he had ceased to en- 
treat me, I was so much giieied by the painfulness of 
his position, and the sight of hia deepening melancholy, 
that of my own free will I gave him a promise that we 
shonld be united within a week. 

Young as I was, and totally incapable of fippreciating 
the importance of the step I was taking, I did not come 
to this determination without much sufFei-ing. But once 
having resolved, once having promised, notliing earthly 
could have shaken my resolution. 

I did not dread my mother's anger, for I had never 
seen ber lovely face distorted by passion. I had never 
heard her voice raised to an angry tone. I was sure of 
her tenderness, sure of her pai-don. I had more fear 
of my father. But I was a favorite child ; he had ever 
been most indulgent; he was seldom vexed with mej 
and I trusted to his love, and believed that he would 
easily be reconciled to me in spite of my disobedience. 
1 was not mari'ying a man to whom he had refused his 
consent. I was only anticipating the two years during 
which he thought it necessary for me to wait. I readily 
ai^ued myself into the belief that I should be foi^iven. 

The play for which we were nearly prepared, and 
the ball — those had to be given up. But I could not 
reUnquish all thoughts of Ihem without great regret at 
the disappointment which I knew my sisters would expe- 
rience. 

What was I to do? and who was to aid me? I 
could not leave my father's house alone. I could not be 
married without a bndal wardrobe. These were huge 
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barriers to be surmounted; but I went resolutely to 
work, determined to overcome them, I first confided 
my secret to a young nursery maid in the family, to 
■whom I was much attached. I entreated her to accom- 
pany me when I left my home, and she. consented. 
Then I went to my sister Matilda, with'whom I was 
most intimate. After making her solemnly promise that 
she would not betray me, I told her that I intended to be 
married privately within a week. She was very much 
startled and overcome. She used arguments, enlrea- 
ties, prayers, to dissuade me. She tried to convince me 
that I would not be forgiven; that I might repent 
through my whole future life the step that I was so 
rashly taking. My only answer was, " I have prom- 
ised, and cannot break my word. Too have pi-omised, 
and cannot betray me." 

Finding that I was not to be moved, she concluded 
that the ivisest plan was to lend me every assistance in 
her power. Keluctantly and sadly, against her better 
judgment, she promised me her sei-vices. 

We were sorely puzzled how to procure a wardrobe, 
and a wardrobe seemed to us indispensable. The first 
difEculty was how to obtain the money to purchase one, 
and the next how to have the materials made up when 
they were bought. 

I had a few valuable diamonds and emeralds. I did 
not care for jewelry. Why should we not try to sell 
them ? And my gold watch ! Wc had heard of three 
golden balls hanging over shops where people went to 
pledge various articles for money. We would hunt out 
one of these places, and pawn the watch. We preferred 
that course to selling it, because it was an ornament I 
prized, and it could thus be reclaimed. 
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Early In the morning we started on our errand to 
raise funds. The diamonds and emeralds were easily 
disposed of at about one tenth part of their value. The 
jeweller who bought them scanned us very narrowly 
and asked a few questioDs. Indignant at his implied 
doubts, I looked himsteadilyin the face, and swd, "They 
are my own, sir, and 1 can do with them what 1 like." 

Whether he believed me or not, he was silenced. 
He tflok the jewels, and counted out the money. I have 
forgotten the exact sum, but we thought it a fortune. 
After this we strolled down the Bowery in search of a 
pawnbroker's. A sign of three golden balls soon fold 
us that we had found one. Scarcely had we entered 
the gloomy-looking shop, the shutters of which were 
half closed, when we both became dreadfully frightened. 
We should have hastily retreated, but the Jewish-look- 
ing man who kept the place rose up from behind a dark 
counter and accosted us. I held out the watch, too 
much alarmed to utter a word. 

" Do you want money on this ? " he asked, gruffly. 

"Yes." 

"How much?" 

"As much as possible." 

The man laughed, and asked if thirty dollars would 
do. Any thing would have done that we might get 
away ; and we both replied, " Tes, yes." 

He examined the wat«h very closely, and said, 
" Come in here, young Jadies," pointing to an inner 
apartment. 

We hesitated. " Don't go ! don't go I " whispered my 
sister, and we neither moved, 

" Come in, that I may give you a receipt and you 
may sign your names in my book," continued the man. 
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He bad fte watch, and we felt that we must comply. 
Very tremulously, and holding each other's hands, we 
entered the room. My sister being the elder, he gave 
her a pen, and told her to write down her name and ad- 
dress. She stood a moment perfectly bewildered at the 
necessity of making known our names, and then handed 
the pen to me. I tried to assume a great deal of dig- 
nity, and seating myself at the table, wrote, " Mrs. 
James," which in 3 few days would be a portion of my 
name. I forget whether or not I invented a " local 
habitation " for the anticipated name. 

The man read the name, looked at the little girl who 
wrote it, and seemed very much inclined to burst into a 
fit of laughter. He, however, restrained himself, gave 
«3 the money and a receipt for the watch, and we hur- 
ried out of his shop with far more rapid steps than we 
bad entered. 

All necessaries for a wardrobe were next to be pur- 
chased. It was raining in torrents ; we were very much 
fatigued, and, feeling quite rich, hired the first carriage 
that could be found. For several hours we drove about 
shopping as long as our money lasted, and filling the 
carriage with our purchases. Amongst other things, I 
insisted upon buying a large wax doll to comfort little 
Julia in my absence, and a huge basket full of sugar 
plums for the other children, which I hoped would have 
a similar consolatory effect. Rather juvenile "bridal 
purchases." 

"We could not drive home in the carriage without be- 
ing questioned. We left our parcels at a confectioner'a 
very near our house, dismissed the carriage, gave or- 
ders that the bundles should be sent to our number, 



Hosted bv Google 



addressed fo the nursery maid, who was to accompany 
me on my bridal espedition, and walked home. 

The next question was, How eonid the newly-pur- 
chased wardrobe be made up ? There was no resource 
but to nmkf; it ourselves, with the assistance of the nur- 
sery maid. But at what time could this be accom- 
plished without our being seen ? It must be at night — 
we must work instead of sleeping. My sister slept 
alone in a small room beneath the nursery, and there we 
proposed to meet. We arranged to retire early, and as 
soon as the house was quiet the nursery maid and I 
would steal cautiously to my sister's room, and we would 
sit up uniil daylight and sew. Another clifBculty sprang 
up. My mother was in the habit of visiting the nur- 
sery once or twice every night and seeing that the chil- 
dren were well covered and rested quietly. If my little 
bed in the comer should be found empty, search would, 
of course, be made for me. But we were not baffled 
yet. We made a figure of rags, dressed it in my 
nighlclothes, put a cap on the head, and turned the face 
to the wall, taking care that the shoulders wore nicely 
covered. My mother would think I was sleeping, 
and not disturb me. The plot succeeded. Night 
after night, for five or six nights, we three sat up, cut- 
ting out, fitting, sewing, making our needles fly with a 
scarcely credible rapidity. We were too much excited 
to grow sleepy, and accomplished an amount of work 
which now seems wonderful. At daybreak we went 
on tiptoe to our beds, after carefully concealing the lay 
figure, that my weary limbs might take its place. 

At length the 6th of October came — the day on 
which I had promised to be married. My slender ward- 
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robe was completed — all our arrangementg made. The 
day dawned magniricently — every thing looked propi- 
tious. It might well be said of that day, as of the new 
life which it commenced, — 

" Her dawn 
"Was br^ht with sunbeams, whence was droivn 

Would not unclouded pass aiTay." 

There had been some difficulty in procuring a clergy- 
man to perform the ceremony. Mr. Mowatt UrA ap- 
pKed to Bishop Ondcrdonk. But he knew my father 
well — he had children of his own — it was not a good 
example to set them — he pi-efen'ed that some other 
dergyman should be selected. I desired that Dr. 

E n, whose church I attended, and in whose Sunday 

school I had been a siJiolar for some years, and was 
thea a teacher, should be asked. He also refused. A 

third refusal came from Dr. J u. Mr. Mowatt, 

nothing daunted, then applied to the Eev. Mr. V n, 

the French pastor. This gentleman's own had been a 
runaway marriage ; therefore he coiild not object. He 
consented. The bridal party were requested to assem- 
ble at his house at ten o'clock. 

My sister dressed me ui a plain white cambric dress. 
My little straw bonnet chanced to be trimmed with 
white ribbons, and the veil and white gloves which we 
had purchased she carried rolled in her handkerchief. 
They were not to be put on till we were out of sight 
of tho house. I kissed my father before he went out, 
but felt myself becoming so agitated, that it was well ha 
was in haste and did not notice me. Just as I was 
opening the street door, my mother came into the entry, 
cmd I kissed her also. She remarked my white dress, 
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and asked if I were not too lightly clad for such cold 
weather. I answered that I felt quite warm, and she 
allowed me to depart. 

My poor sister, 1 think, aufiered evea more than I 
did; the blame was all to fall on her. She had done 
her utmost to dissuade me, and now had to assist in de- 
priving herself of a beloved companion ; for, being next 
to each other in age, we were very closely united in 
affection. I could not thank her at the time, but her 
unselfishness touched me deeply. 

We left the house, and, turning the first corner, she 
threw the bridal veil over jny bonnet, gave me the 
white gloves, and begged me to try and look composed 
before I met Mr. Mowatt and his friends. 

Wonderfully composed I was. Of the future I did 
not even think ; my only grief was at leaving my par- 
ents, my sisters, my home — leaving the love "which 
had still been true," for the " love which was untried 
and new." What could a girl of fifteen know of the 
sacred duties of a wife ? With what eyes could she 
contemplate the new and important life into which she 
waa entering ? She had known nothing but her child- 
hood — had scarcely commenced her girlhood. What 
. could she comprehend of the trials, the cares, the liopes, 
the responsibilities of womanhood? I thought of none 
of these things. I had always been lighthearted to a 
degree that savored of frivolity, I usually made a jest 
of every thing — yet I did not look upon this matter as 
a frolic. I only remembered that I was keeping a 
promise. I had perfect faith in the tenderness of him 
to whom I confided myself. I did not in the least real- 
ize the novelty of my own situation. 

At St. John's Park we met Mr, Mowatt and hia two 
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groomsmen. I took his arm, and we walked to the 
house of the Eev. Mr. V n, my sister and the gen- 
tlemen following. 

We were ushered into the drawing room, Mr. 

V n entered in his robes. He, of course, did not 

know which of the sisters waa the hride. He took his 
seat, opened a large register, and asked the names and 
ages of the parties about to be married. When I re- 
plied in giving my name, he looked at me steadily, and 
with some surprise. 

" Your age ? " he inquired, 

" Fifteen." 

He put down liis pen, and repeated the question. 
For a few seconds lie seemed doubtful whether he 
ought to proceed. I was thought to look younger even 
than my years ; and I was dressed in a childlike manner, 
which probably made me appear younger still. 

Tlie law sanctions the marriage of a girl of fifteen, 
and he could not make any reasonable objection. The 

names were registered. Mr. V n rose with the 

prayer book in his hand. We rose also, and the cere- 
mony was performed in French. At its close he 
delivered a beautiful address, intended for the bride- 
groom's edification, rather than for that of the ehildhke 
bride ; wished us both much happiness, and we took our 

Our groomsmen had just. left us. We had hardly 
walked a square when we encountered my father I 
My sister and I wei-e greatly confused. My father 
joined us, and entered into conversation with Mr. 
Mowatt. Ail at once he exclaimed, looking at me, 
"Why, how like a bride you look I One of these days, 
Mowatt, she will grow up to be quite a fine girl! " 



Hosted bv Google 



A CHILD KEEPS A SECRET. 57 



I could not represg a terrified esclamation at the 
word " bride," and trembled from head to foot. For- 
tunately my father was just leaving us, aod did not no- 
tice my agitation. 

We returned home, and I passed the rest of the day 
in gathering together my little possessions and in writ- 
ing to my parents. I was to leave New York the next 
morning, and pass a few weeks in the country. The 
parting with my youngest sister, my sweet pupil, I felt 
more deeply than with all the rest. She was hut five 
years old, yet, even at that i^e, her word could be 
trusted, and after making her promise not to mention 
what 1 was about to confide, I told her that 1 should 
soon leave her — that I was married — that we should 
live together no more. Nothing had shaken my self- 
possession as did her passionate hurst of grief. She 
clasped her little arras about my neck, sohbing out, 
"Don't go! don't go, sister!" and cried until she fell 
asleep in my arms. When she awoke, I consoled her 
by the promise of my speedy return — and probably a 
description of the large wax doll which she was to pos- 
sess after my departure was not without its composing 
effect. But though she clung to my side for the rest 
of that day, and now and then looked «p into my face 
as though her heai-t were breaking, she kept my secret 
faithfully. 

Mr. Mowatt passed the evening with us as usual, but 
little Julia's grief greatly depressed me. "When he 
left, and I retired to the nursery, I could not help sigh- 
ing to think that I should no longer be looked upon as 
one of the children. I began to have strange forebod- 
ings of the future, and again and again I repeated to 
myself, " 0, if lliis were only a dream, and I could 
wake up!" 
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The next morning, immediately after breakfast, T 
was to join Mr. Mowiitt, and, accompanied by the nur- 
sery maid, we were to take the steamboat for Njack. 
His sister-in-law was residing there, and to her he pur- 
posed taking me. 

"When breakfast was over, I made some laughing ex- 
cuse to kiss every one present, controlling, with a 
strong effort, the agitation which I could not but feel. 
As I stooped to kiss my father for the second time — I 
had already been at his bedside, and kissed him before 
he rose — my courage nearly gave way. In another 
instant I should have feld liira all. 

He looked at nie anxiously, and said, " What ails 
you, child ? " I did not reply — I could not have 
answered, " Notliing." I hastened from the room, put 
on my bonnet and shawl, and, with my sister, hurriedly 
left the house. Little Julia had followed us to the stJ'cet 
door. As I turned to look, she was standing with my 
mother on the steps, and kissed her hand when she saw 
me look back. 

" Let us run ! let lis run 1 " I said to my sister, for 
all my courage was melting away, and I could trust my- 
self no longer. And we did nin, rapidly and without 
speaking, until we reached the spot where Mr. Mowatt 
was waiting for us. There I had to bid adieu to my 
faithful sister. She must go home and bear all the 
blame — see all the sorrow occasioned by my act, and 
know in her own heart that no fault was hers. She 
had only aided, through sisterly love, a step which she 
could not prevent. Luckily our parting was hurried. I 
had only time to thank her, aad beg her to deliver my 
letter to our father, and to write to me immediately. 

With a heavy heart she returned home, and broke 
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the news to an elder sister. They went together to my 
mother, and, after some gentle preparation, told ter that 
I was married and gone. She was at first half stunned 
by the information, hut, quickly recovering, made ear- 
nest inquiries concerning me — remembered my delicate 
health, and expressed many fears that I was not pro- 
vided wilhsuf&cientlywarm clothing to pi-otect me against 
the cold, which was becoming severe. Anger had no 
place in her heart nor in her words. She was full of 
tender solicitude, but neiflier chided my sister for the 
course she had taken, nor pronounced severely upon my 

My mother soon after visited the nursery, and found 
upon my dressing table a sprig of geranium that I had 
worn in my hair, with a white rose, the day previous. 
She planted the geranium ; it grew; and she tended it 
carefully for the short remainder of her life. She 
called it " the bride's flower." 

It was different with my father ; he was indignant 
with the whole party, with me, with my sister, and, 
most of all, with Mr. Mowatt. My letter failed to 
pacify him. He at first declared that he would never 
for^ve me, and it was three days before a letter was 
received, bringing his pardon. Those days seemed 
like a " never," indeed, to me. I began to believe that 
I had offended beyond forgiveness. I was almost heart 
broken at the idea of losing my father's love, upon 
which I had drawn too largely. My thoughts, " through 
all the faultful past, went sorrowing," and I could not 
bear to dwell upon a future of which he did not form 
the principal feature. But the pardon came, and an 
invitation to return home. I begged that our visit in 
the country might be shortened, and we returned in a 
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week. My father, mother, all, welcomed us witli open 
arms, and without one chiding woi-5. It was the true 
way to make me conscious of my own shortcomings. I 
might have nerved myself to meet rebukes, hut conld 
uot bear unmoved the tenderness I had not deserved. 
Mr. Mowatt they received less cordially, hut still with 
kindness. 

Great disappointment was expressed that the play 
of the Mourning Bride could not be enacted on my 
father's birthday. He told us that we should have a 
bridal ball instead, and, as I was still to be the heroine, 
I might eua^t the "laughing bride." The hall took 
place, but I fear that, in my bridal robes, I appeared to 
be assuming a part quite as much as I should have 
done had we carried out our original intentions, and I 
had worn the costume of Almcira, the Mourning Bride. 
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The bearing of a new name, and the wtarmg of a 
ring, made very little alteration id my mode of Lfe, or 
in the manner in which I occupied my time 1 1 esumed 
my studies almost immediatel) Mr Mowitt hmiself 
instructed me iu French -md in the higher bi-anthes of 
English. 1 took music and singing lesaona thiee times 
a week, and only abandoned drawing beiatise a sfooj)- 
ing position was found injuriou<i to my health In this 
latter accomplishment se\ eral of my father's children 
ha4 shown a marked prohnLUty, which none had ex- 
hibited in music, and I laid aside my peneilo with re- 
gret. 

I was excessively fond of the country, and early in 
the spring Mr. Mowatt took me to reside in Flatbush, 
Long Island. The house in which we boarded was a 
large, old-fashioned mansion, built before the revolution, 
and had belonged to General Giles. There were dark 
and spacious vaults beneath the kitchens, where it was 
said that English prisonera had been confined ; and 
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there was a secret chamber, above the great ball room, 
to which no access could be found save by a small win- 
dow. Tlie neighboi-s affirmed that a young girl had 
been purposely starved to death in that chamber, and 
that her ghost wandered at night about the house. In- 
deed, this report had gained such credence, that nothing 
could have induced many of Ihe older inhabitants of 
the village to pass a night beneath the haunted roof. 

The house stood back from the main road, embow- 
ered by magnificent old trees. The property consisted 
of twenty aci-es of land, in a high state of cultivation. 

I became so much attached to this place that Mr. 
Mowatt pui-chased it for my gratification ; stipulating 
however, that I should content myself in passing the 
greater portion of tlie year in the country. I gladly 
consented. The house was repaired and refurnished! 
the gardens and orchards enlarged, and planted with an 
innumerable variety of fruit trees and flowers ; a green- 
house built; a long arbor erected, where I could walk 
at midday, quite shaded from the sun ; and a summer 
house reared in its centre, in which I could wit and 
write, or study. I had numberless pets — birds, dogs, 
pigeons, rabbits, a goat and kid, and abeautiful Arabian 
mare for my own especial use. We named her Queeu 
Mab. At sixteen years old I found myself the mis- 
tress of this mansion, without a wish ungratified. 

After a time, my father kindly allowed a dear and 
gentle sister, some four years younger, to reside with 
me, that I might not be lonely. My time was occupied 
in studying, taking care of my pels, riding about the 
country, and instructing my sister May in whatever I 
learned myself — French, Spanish, music, &c. 

Brilliantly happy were the days we passed together. 
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"We neither ceased to be children, nor gave up our 
childish sports. Our morning amusements were trun- 
dling a couple of huge hoops through the favorite arbor, 
dancing with the skipping rope, or floating round the 
" flying coui-se," which had been erected to promote our 
heallhflil exercise. Sometimes we ordered ladders to 
be placed by cherry trees loaded down with fruit, and 
spent our mornings in the branches, gathering cherries, 
and reading when we were tired. An easy saddle 
horse was placed at my sistpr'o disposal, and we took 
long rides together, accompanied by the gardener or 
coachman, Mr. Mowatt not bemg tond of the exercise. 
We had also a c&mmodious mrmge, and a fine pMr of 
coach horses, but May and I pieferred horseback ex- 
ercise; driving seemed too quiet an imusement for our 
exuberant spirits. 

From every book which I read I made extracts, and 
wrote down my impressions of the work. These ex- 
tracts and critiques I kept in the form of a journal. 
During several years, this journal testifled that I had 
read and commented upon between ninety and one 
hundred volumes yearly. 

Every possible means was taken to strengthen my 
constitution through abundance of exercise, and thus 
to ward off the illnesses to which I was subject. For 
this purpose, Mr. Mowatt taught me the use of the gun. 
He was himself an admirable sportsman. I had many 
fears and some scruples to conquer, but after a time I 
took aim so accurately that I could shoot swallows on 
the wing. Many and many a morning, with a light, 
single-bai-relled gun on my shoulder, dressed in half 
Turkish costume, and followed by our dogs, I rambled 
with him for miles through the woods, filling the game 
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bag which hung at my waist with birds of both our 
shooting. It now appears to me a cruel pastime, and 
bird lives no longer " stand within my danger." But 
in those days I seldom saw with my own eyes, or judged 
with my own judgment. 

Tiie first real sorrow I ever knew fell upon my heart 
as I stood beside the deaih bed of our mofher. She 
was summoned away within a year after my marriage. 
For a time it seemed as though all I prized on earfh 
had gone with her. Her last hours were ever present 
to me — the couch where she lay, surrounded by her 
weeping children and their father; her exquisitely 
chiselled features, perfect in their beauty, becoming 
more and more marble-like as her breaih grew fainter; 
her transparent hands, that fay passively in ours ; her 
glazing eyes, which, just as she breathed her last, 
beamed with a sudden look of intelligence that fell up- 
on her younge&t child, our little Julia ; and the seraphia 
smile that settled upon her countenance when the last 
pang was over, and the angels bore her spirit away, — 
sleeping or waking, these were ever before my eyes ! 
My pen lingers while I writ* of her, but what shs was 
no pen can truly describe — a being indeed, — 



Comes easy to him." 

We gave to our place the name of Melrose ; not from 
any likeness that it bore to Melrose Abbey, but on ac- 
count of the abundance of roses, of every description, 
that filled our greenhouses and were scattered over the 
grounds. 
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There was an Episcopal cliurch in the village, whieh 
we adended, and May aad I contributed our services as 
Sunday school teachers. In our little classes wb took 
the deepest interest. Then there were two fairs, for 
the benefit of this church, held upon the magnificent 

grounds of Mr, C n. My sisters presided at a 

table filled with our own work. Little Julia sold flow- 
ers and recited poems — I was constituted a fortune 
teller. They erected for me a bower formed of branches 
of evergreens. Over the entrance, in letters made of 
flowers, were the woi-ds, " Temple of Fate." Within 
was a large wheel, of blue and gold, covered with num- 
bers. Beside tlie wheel, somewhat fantastically dressed, 
I stood, with a golden wand iu one hand and the " Book 
of Fate" in the other, I had written the fortunes in 
verse, and adapted them to the histories of certain per- 
sons, who, I was sure, would be present. By pressing 
the wand skilfully upon the wheel, as it turned, I could 
slop it at what number I pleased ; and thus I created 
great amusement by the " kappy hits" directed at 
those who sought to learn their destiny. The " Temple 
of Fate" pi-oved highly productive to the interests of 
the church. 

My fondness for rhyming continued undiminished. 
I was tired of fugitive pieces, and determined to write a 
poem of some length. What subject should I choose? 
I was reading with great avidity Schlegei's " Lectures 
on Literature." Schlegel remarks that " Poetry's ori- 
^nal end and highest grade he believes to be epic " — I 
would write an epic poem ! I chose a subject from 
Spanish history, and was soon thoroughly engrossed 
with ray new, and to me delightful, occupation. In the 
evenings, I amused myself by reading aloud to Mr. 
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Mowatt what 1 had composed Jn the morning. I wrote 
with juvenile rapidity, and had not yet learned the 
great "art of lHotting." la a few monihs the poem 
■was completed. It was entitled, " Pelayo, or the Cav- 
ern of Covadonga — a Poetical Romance in Five Can- 
tos, founded on the History of the first King of Aslu- 

Mr. Mowatt, of course, listened with partial ears, and 
I believe I had a way of making versifiwition sound 
more musical than it was — of creating a sense, through 
certaio modulations of voice, which did not esist in the 
words themselves. He proposed that " Pelayo" should 
be published. The idea startled me, I was not then 
ambitious. I had thought more of feeding birds and 
taming pigeons than of winning fame. I loved to think 
that I possessed a household harp tliat would make 
pleasant music for the ears of kindred and friends ; but 
I shrank from playing my part of imperfect musician 
before the world. Yet I was easily persuaded. The 
authorship of Pelayo was lo be kept a pi-ofound secret. 
I assumed the name of " Isabel," and (lie book was 
published by the Harpers. 

Its existence was aa ephemeral as it deserved to be. 
As readily exterminated by the critics as a butterfly 
could be crushed, it died an easy death. I alone suf- 
fered in ils eipiring agonies. The roseate veil of ma- 
ternal love which shrouds the eyes of most young 
writers, when they look at their own productions, had 
not yet fallen from mine. I considered myself a very 
injured individual — a sort of literary martyr — and I 
assumed a Spartan courage in bearing my wrongs, 
which must have been particularly ridiculous. 

Years afterwards I found an old copy of Pelayo, 
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and road a few lines. Very few they were, for I closed 
the book in mortified aslonishment that I sliould ever 
have written such unmitigated Btuff. Nor could I com- 
prehend how the blindest affection could have allowed' 
me to render it public. 

The preface to Pelayo contained a bombastic threat 
that I would reply to any attacks made upon the book. 
1 hurled a Liliputian defiance at the giant critics. 
They wei-e forewarned that I was prepared to defend 
my poetical offspring to the death. Byron'a English 
Bards and Scotch Reviewers was probably running in 
my head ; for, from (he ashes of Pelayo sprang up a 
satire, (I use the word because it is on the titJepage,) 
entitled " Reviewers Reviewed." Tlie title is suffi- 
ciently explanatory in setting forth the object of the 
book. The following extract from tlie preface betrays 
the impetuous spirit in which it was written : — 

" Pelayo, the first rude effusion of a warm, though 
untulored heart, was presented to the public with all 
that rainbow hope, that unmingled buoyancy, which 
ever attends the joyous visions of expectant youth. I 
studied not the science of poetry — 1 heeded not its 
rules; in the enthusiasm of the moment, I only felt 
that Nature formed her poets before Nature's scomers 
shackled tliem with their modern trammels. Little did 
I dream, while tracing the carelessly light-toned preface 
of Pelayo of tliat literary ordeal to which it was 
offered ; and in some unfortunate allusion to critics, (my 
imagination scarcely panting them as other than ideal 
beings,) I naturally gave vent to the playful exuberance 
of spirit which might have amused a circle of my own 
friends. But if I hoped to find amongst the 'wrath- 
dispensing race ' a friend, — if I thought to ward off", or 
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beguile, llie tempestuous hurricane of critic censure, — 
I but experienced the same disappointment thousands 
have before encountei-ed — thousands must meet again. 
" The most iaoffensive badinage was interpreted into 
'icorn; and excuses for my conscious deficiency trans- 
lated into ' self-esteem: " Had a jusi, even though severe, 
criticism been awarded me — had they quoted one Une 
of mine, and displayed its excessive faultiness — had 
they used my own Unguage, and proved its absurdity- 
had they shown how egregiously false was my versifica- 
tion, how imperfect my rhymes, or from whence my 
ideas were stolen, (for of all these 'negligences and 
ignorances ' they bestowed on me a bountiful share,) I 
would have submitted, ay, thankfully, to the scourge 
which brought improvement with its sting ; but, on the 
contrary, they gathered from 1 p f t! t P 1 o 
was written at the early age f n — p P 

attention had not been devo d ad 

that I, myself, was conscious o n b 

and, without further examina h n ad be 

sweeping allegations. I do n d y h ir 

truOi ; I am at variance only h d 

tated them, and their want of d m n ra p f 

" Another objection was u d ana n P y 
which, not from me alone, but from tlie lips and soul of 
every palriotic American, demands reply ; namely, the 
extreme folly of publishing poetry when its age was on 
the wane. In the old world, where the Muse's glory 
has reached its meridian height, her power may well 
decline. But are not we of the new world ? and shines 
she here, or has she ever shone, in full maturity and 
splendor, arrayed in laurels from which time has 
plucked no leaf? How revolting to our national pride 
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how liumi5iating, to believe that Ameri. 


3a should only 


produce a sickly poetic fire, ex[)iring at i 


ts birtli ! Can 


poetry be on the wane while such men i 


IS Halleclt and 


Bryant n 1 i u F Th h 't 


'nfant pinions 


yet are k n y 1 j on <! y 


beyond even 


proud Alb n t t d 1 t f i 1 


" 


One w d n t t of h I 


extiai'l — I 


was ha dly It wl wo. p bl 1 


d. 



" Ke ew ra G d t d me attention. 

The book had a larger sale than Pelayo, and was now 
and then favorably noticed, probably through the sym- 
pathy of some critic who had himself been lashed by his 
contemporaries. I wrote no more under the signature 
of "Isabel." My greatest desire now was to preserve 
my incognita. I did not suppose it possible for the day 
ever to come when I should confess with perfect sanff 
froid the " youthful indiscretion " of perpe Ivating 
such books as Pelayo and Reviewers Reviewed. As 
a child weeps over the fall of its card houses, so I 
mourned over the demolition of my first poetic castles, 
but cherishing the consolatory hope that mansions of 
after years would have surer foundation. 

We still resided at Melrose. Occasionally I visited 
my family and friends in New York. Kow and then 
we attended the tlieatre and other places of amuse- 
ment, but my principal delight was in receiving guests 
at home. We gave numerous fetes, but never mere 
dancing parties. They were always either of a poetic, 
musical, or dramatic character. One of these, and the 
most worthy of mention, was in celebration of ray sev- 
enteenth birthday. Four of my friends had offered to 
write me birthday poems, and recite them in the even- 
ing, after our guests were assembled. Without hint- 
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irig my intention, I determined to surprise them with 
versified replies ; though, of course, I could onlj' guess 
at the subject matter of their effusions. 1 passed a 
happy day in decking the house witli garlands, and rob- 
bing our own and our neighbors' greenhouses of all the 
flowers that they could yield. In a little rustic basket, 
covered with geranium leaves, lay four exquisite bou- 
quets. To each bouquet was attached a tiny scroll. 
These were designed for tlie four poets. The scrolls 
contained the verses addressed to the different parties. 

Evening brought a merry tiii-ong of guests. After 
refreshments, and some exquisite music from a friend 
who never failed me, an arm chaii" was drawn into the 

centre of the room by Mr. L n, the chief of my 

birthday poets. He advanced to lead me to my tempo- 
rary throne ; but, declining his baud, I stole out of the 
room, and, before he had recovered from his surprise at 
the apparent rudeness, returned with my basket of 
bouquets. I took the ac Th f m' I 

gathered ai-ound me, M L— — — m d 

reciting a very beauti as bs- 

tened to with breathle — 



he drew forth a cone 
made in the form of a 
head. For this cor 
When he ceased to s 
gralulations of the com 
Ungracious as it s 
silence was restored ; 
breast knot, rather) 
uttered my thanks in 
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The general surprise may be well imngined. The three 
poetesses then addressed me in turn ; and, as each one 
finished, I replied, presenting the bouquets and scrolls. 
The rustic basket was not yet quite emptied; there 
remained another paper of plaui white, folded like a 
letter. 

« Is that for me ? " " Is that for me ? " asked many 
an ei^er voice, as I broke the seal and prepared to 
read. When the curiosity of the company had reached 
its highest pitch, I read aloud the name of the one per- 
son present who, I was sure, least expected that he had 
heen made the subject of a poem — a plain, kind- 
hearted, merry old gentleman of the ancient school — 
the oldest, truest, most attached friend of Mr. Mowatt. 
How he started from hia seat when he heard the words 
"To J H d"! 

One might liave tliought a leaden and not a " paper 
bullet" had entered his ears. The poem was read, and 
presented, and praised, and long life was wished the 
queen and many such another birthday. The music 
recommenced, and we 

" Chased the rosy bonra with flying feet." 

So passed my seventeenth birthday. 

Almost every week, my sister May and I, with the 
assistance of little Julia, who made us frequent visits, 
got up some rui-al entertainment, principally for our 
own amusement and that of Mr. Mowatt, wiio invited 
his friends or not, just as he felt disposed. Very often 
he formed oarsole audience. We dignified these enter- 
tainments by the name of " concerts," and always had 
written programmes of the performance. The songs 
were intermingled with recitationa and scenes from 



Hosted bv Google 



72 AL'TOBIOGpAPHI OF AN ACTRESS. 

tragedies. Music was one of our chief sfudies ; but, 
■with the fullest appreciation of its beauties, we were 
devoid of any decided musical talent. I except little 
Julia, who had nafurallj- a good ear and sweet voice. 
I also possessed a voice which my teachers pronounced 
more than ordinarily line ; but I had a faulty ear, and 
the slightest trepidatioa made me sing false. For years 
I labored to conquer this defect, but I never could learn 
to sing before strangers to my own satisfaction — per- 
haps I should add, to theirs I 

Besides our weekly (burlesque) concerts, we fre- 
quently prepared exhibitJons of taUeaux vivants for 
our friends, whieh were eminently successful. Then 
we several times enacted, for different assemblages of 
guests, an original play. This was my first positive 
attempt as a dramatist. It was called 

"THE GYPSY "WANDERER, 



The play — or dramatic slelch — w \s wnllen m blank 
verse, and interspersed with numerous songs Little 
Julia was, of course, the heroine 4? our LOrp\ drama~ 
Uque consisted of but tliref, it required some ingenuity 
to invent a play the interest of which should be sus- 
tained by three charactero The plot was. lery simple, 
and yet proved effective in acting I per-ionatcd '' Lady 
Ivon," a broke n-heai led young widow, whose infant 
child had been stolen some year^ fre^iously by gypsies. 
My sister May enacted " Lucille, the neice and con 
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Mont of Lady Iron, Little Julia was " Florette," 
the stolen child. The scene opens with Lady Ivon and 
Lucille. Lucille induces Lady Ivon to relate the his- 
tory of her sorrows, through which means the audience 
is of course apprised of them. Suddenly their coaveiv 
sation is interrupted by the voice of a gypsy child 
singing without, who begs for charity in her song. Lu- 
cille desires to turn her from the doors, on account of 
her obnoxious race. Lady Ivon objects. The little 
Florette enters, dressed as a gj'psy, with a handle of 
small brooms slung over her shoulders, a bunch of lav- 
ender in one hand, and a basket of flowers in the other. 
The ladies question her, and she answers with snatches 
of old balkds ; now with 

" Over the mountain and ovor the moor, 
Hirngrj and weary, I wander forlorn ; 
My lather is dead, and my mother Is poor, 
And I mourn for the days that will never return ; " 

tlien wilh " Buy a broom," presenting her tiny 
brooms ; or with " Come, buy my lavender," disti-ibuting 
her lavender. 

Lady Ivon, of course, traces a likeness between this 
child and the one she lost, and is greatly agitated. The 
little Florette makes known all she can remember of 
herself, and .Lucille discovers a mj^tical circlet bound 
over Ler arm. Florette entreats that this may not he 
removed ; it is a charm placed there by a gypsy proph- 
etess of her tribe, and she has been warned that evil 
would befall her should it ever be loosened. Of course, 
her prayers are unheeded — the hand is hastily torn 
away. It concealed a natural mark, by means of which 
Lady Ivon i-ecognizea her child, and the dramatic sketch 
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ends in a tableau. II3 representation occupied an liour 
and a Imlf. 

About lliU p3i'iod I began to write fugitive pieces, 
which were publislied in various magazines, under the 
signature of " Cora." The first to which I allowed this, 
my own name, to be attached, was a bridal address to 
my sister Emma. When the bride and bridegroom, 
after the ceremony, rclurnud fi'om church to our father's 
house, little Julia cume forward and greeted them with 
this address. Her delivery, and not ll^e poem itself, 

produced a deep impression. Dr. H ks, who had 

officiated, was mucli moved, and his were not the only 
eyes " unused to weep " that found themselves involun- 
tarily moistened by the pathetic lones and earnest de- 
livery of a child of eight years old. Wliile my little 
pupil wai speaking, I scanned the countenances of those 
around, and what I read there gave me more intense 
delight than did ever, in after years, the mo^t enthu'^i- 
astic applause that pealed in my ears. 

My health had been for some time failing. I was no 
longer allowed to study ; I was forbidden to write. 
Physicians pronounced me consumptive, and recom- 
mended a sea voyage. My newly-married slater and 
her husband were about to visit Europe. It was ar- 
ranged that I, and an aunt to whom I was warmly 
attached, should accompany them. Mr. Mowatt's pro- 
fessional engagements prevented his leaving New York. 

The first parting from home, and the loved ones left 
behind, was naturally a severe trial. Had I been less 
Beriously indisposed, I should have rebelled at the ban- 
ishment. But excessive weakness enabled me to bid 
farewell with tearless eyes, and a sensation of icy calm- 
ness, which even the passionate grief of my beloved 
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companion, my sweet sister May, could not disturb. 
In a poem, (written in the third person,) composed on 
board of ship, descriptive of the parting, tiie following 
lines occur in allusion to this sisfer. They portray the 
closeness of our union: — 



She, tor miny 


moona, had been 


The loved companion of het li 


melj hours. 


They dwell together — from tl 


he selfsame page 


Had read — laughed goyly o'e 


r the same light Inlos, 


Sang the same aongs, or itrov 


c, perchance, to sing — 


For each had more of "musie 


ill her soul," 



And harmony in her love, than melody 
Upon her lips. Arm softly linked in arm. 
Each Eunny mom had they strolled loving fo 
To take unmarked their pleasant rambles thi 
The little village where the elder dwelt, 
And n-here the younger felt her home to he. 

We sailed in the ship Eoscius, under 
of Captain Collins, I remained very ill for the first 
two weeks, but, before the voyage was completed, began 
to make rapid strides towards health. My cough had 
nearly disappeared, and I was more free fi-ora suffering 
than I had been for montlis previous. We reached 
Liverpool in three weeks, and hiistened to London. 
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Jounialofa Week passed in London. — Olj/mpic Theatre. — Madame 
Veslris. — Si. Paul's Caihedral. — Tie ToKei: — The Tuiaiet. — 
Iloiian Opera. — Persiasii. — Coiiaeum. — Zoological Gardens. — 
Hyde Park. — Madame Tmsau^e. — St. JameaS Tlieatre. — 
House of Lords. —Westminsler, — British Huseum. — Kensington 
Gardens. ~ Richmond. — Standing ••in wait" for the Queen,— 
Departta-e from London. 

We spent but a week — one delightful week — in 
London. How little I then thought that it ivould be 
ray lot to relurn there to pass years ! — to return, no 
longer the thoughtless, happy girl, passing unnoticed in 
the . crowd, and enjoying cVery moment of her exist- 
eJic«, but the grief-tried woman, — standing where all 
eyes were fixed upon her, — with duties, cares, profes- 
sional responsibilities, and the lives of others bound up 
in hers. My glowing impressions of that first week in 
Iiondon, are conveyed in the following hasty journal, 
addressed to Mr, Mowatt r — 

■' OSE WEEK IN LONDON. 

" "We arrived late on Thursday evening, wearied out 
with our eleven hours' journey from Liverpool ; but, 
dashing along the smooth roads, after we had left the 
train, sleep was soon banished from our drooping eye- 
lids. The gaslights shed around us a flood of radiance, 
which gave the city the appearance of an illumination, 

£76) 
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and every object was as distinctly visible as at midday 
That freshness of feeling which belongs to the inexperi- 
enced travellor imparted a zest to our slightest enjoy- 
ments. Trivial objects, which would have been glanced 
at unheeded by the more sophisticated, called forth from 
us esclamations of wondering astonishment. 

" That we might present a somewhat more ciTilized 
appearance in this land of splendor and gayely, we de- 
voted Fi'iday to shopping. A private carriage was 

ordered, and, with what our friend J. 11 d would 

call ' very wide-awake ' expressions of countenance, we 
set out on our first drive. There wei-e so many attrac- 
tions on every side, that I, at least, soon became too 

bewildered to know which way to turn. Aunt 

would cry, ' Look, look, look here ! ' putting her head 
out of one window of the carriage, while Emma ejac- 
ulated, ' Quick, quick, or you will miss seeing this ! ' and 
forced her slight figui-e lialf out of the other. "While I 
was trying to accomplish the impossibility of ' looking 
both ways at once,' I part of the time saw nothing. 

" Every moment our attention was riveted by some- 
thing new. The wide and cleanly streets, through 
which six carriages not unfrequently flew by ah-east — 
the velocity with wliich the gayly-colored 'flys' and 
'cabs ' (so uniike any of our vehicles at home) dashed 
along the macadamized roads— the liveried coachmen 
and footmen, who apparently form one third of the pop- 
ulace, and, when not behind their masters' carriages, 
lounge idly about the doorsteps — the palace-like shops, 
magnificent without and sumptuous within — rooms de- 
voted to millinery and mantuamaking, furnished as gor- 
geously and as tastefully as drawing rooms at home — ■ 
every thing in turn awakened our astonishment and 
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admirafion. "VVe could hardly say with what ive were 
most charmed, unless it ivaa the splendid buildings with 
which London is as thickly studded as the queen's crown 
with jewels. 

"A particular delight (o me were the little sparrows 
and swallows, which, in spite of all this pomp and 
splendor, hopped tamely about the streets, chirping 
most musically as they gathered straws or threads to 
build their nesls with in the roofs of the houses. I 
amused myself by flinging bits of worsted out of the 
window, and watching Ihe fearless little creatures as 
they alighted, almost at the feet of some passer by, to 
pick up these treasures. 

"The attendance in London is excellent. You are 
always at libei'ly to fancy yourself a princess, for yoa 
are treated as one ; but you must pay as princesses do, 
or are supposed to do. Before your coachman can 
jump from his seat, the door is opened by some little 
rogue, the steps let down, and his hat touched signifi- 
cantly. If you take no notice of this, he plainly asks 
you to spare something for Ihe drinking of your health. 
His manner very markedly implie:; that thus alone can 
its pi'eservation be secured. Three or four waiters (in 
tights and pumps) attend you to your carriage ; but you 
are expected to slip some silver in their hands for hand- 
ing you in, or even picking up your handkerchief. The 
■very play bills at the theatres are sold by men who run 
beside your carriage,' and crowd around to force them 
upon you before you alight. Every body is feed, and 
for the slightest service you must cross the doer's hand 
with silver. 

" We spent the whole of Friday in making purchases 
and strolling through bazaars and shops, I must give 
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yoa some idnaof the expedition of London dressmakers. 
At five o'clock we drove to a court dressmaker, that I 
miglit be measured for a dress to be worn t]ie nest even- 
ing at tlie opera. la eight minutes (three of which 
were passed in astonishment at my giving my name aa 
a mari'ied womaa) I was fitted and in tbe carriage again 1 
The dress came home the next morning, and became me 
A tmrveille. 

" Friday evening we visited the Olympic Theatre. 
"With Madame Vestris we were all of us charmed, I 
row understood why she was not appreciated in Amer- 
ica. T/iis is her sphere — she is the planet round which 
her satellites move. Drawing light fi-om her, they shine 
themselves, and thus add to her lustre. She is nothing 
alone — she must have a certain eitlourage to develop 
and set forfh her powei-s. One could diacern a woman's 
taste and woman's hand in all Ihe most minute arrange- 
ments of this theatre. There was just enough light to 
give proper efieot ; the scenery and dreasos were liistor- 
ically appi-opi'iate ; everj' character of Ihe play, even 
down to the postilions and waiters, was well sustained. 
The illusion was thus rendei-ed perfect. 

"The entertainment consisted of a series of light 
pieces, by turns serious or comic, each (like Miss Edge- 
worth's tales) with its mora!, and filled n ith patrioiic 
and loyal sentiments, which drew down tliundeva of 
applause from the attentive audience. Msidame Ves- 
tris herself sang a little ballad, commencing ' Here's a 
health to her majesty,' in the most bewitching manner. 
A lar^e portion of the audience stood while she was 
singing, {I presume in token of their loyalty,) and she 
was agwn and again encored. The theatre is very 
small, but a perfect bijou. The only light (excepting 
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those on the stage) proceeds from one large chandelier 
suspended from the ceiling. Here, as at the entrance 
of everi/ other place of public amusement, her mtyesty's 
officers are stationed, and prevect diaturbance. 

" Oil Saturday morning we drove around Somerset 
Square, a magnificent edifice, formerly a palace, but 
now degenerated into law offices. When the building 
was in progress, a watct fell from the pocket of a mason 
on the i-oof, and lodged between two stones near the 
third story window, and yet remains distinctly visible, 
but beyond reach. 

" We then wended our way to St. Paul's Cathedral, 
second only to Si. Peter's at Rome. Where sliall I 
find words to describe to you tliis stupendous pile?" 

Here followed a long account, which I omit — St. 
Paul's has been so frequently and so much more ably 
described. 

" From the Cathedral we drove to the Tower. With 
the latter I was gi-eatly disappointed — perhaps because 
the impressions left by the former were still so fresh 
upon my mind. I thought the Tower bore a strong re- 
semblance to some vast museum. We were conducted 
about by an attendant warden in the queen's livery. 
There was a golden crown, and the letters V. Ji., (Vic- 
toria Regiaa,) embroidered on the back of his coat. 
He made his explanatory remarks in the set phi-ase 
and monotonous tone of an automaton. 

" This Toiver was formerly a royal residence, but, 
since the i-eign of Elizabeth, has been occupied as a 
state prison, royal arsenal, and place of safety for the 
jewels of tlie crown. 

" From ihe Tower we drove to the Tunnel. I should 
like an estimate to be made of the number of steps 
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which we ascended and descended that day. It conld 
hardly fall short of a thousand, — a sort, of exercise which 
gives one a capital idea of the treadmill. Tou are aware 
that the Tunnel is a capacious roadway, excavated under 
the Thames ; the descent is long and wearisome. The 
Tunnel is now eight hundred and seventy feet in length, 
and Its entire length is to be one thousand three hundred 
feet. The river has several times broken in, and much 
impeded the progress of the work. We had no time to 
rem^n here, for it was late in the afternoon. We drove 
back to the hotel, dined hastily, and then made our toi- 
lets for the Italian opera. The opera company only 
play twice a week. Strange to say, Saturday is the 
most fashionable night The audience are all en cos- 
fume de hoL 

"The opera house is aoout three times the size of 
Our Park Theatre. It has five tiers of boxes — the 
audience are mostly an assemblage of nobility. I do 
not quite understand how it is that their boxes can be 
hired. By paying a sufficiently exorbitant price, we 
obtained the Duchess of Grosvenor's box without diiS- 
culty. The queen was present ; but our republican 
curiosity was not gratified, for she sat directly h 



" The opera was Lucia di Lammermoor, with which 
you are very familiar ; but you are not familiar with 
the almost inspired tones of Fersiani, that charm and 
electrify her audience by turns. Her 'read scene was 
painfully powerful — terribly beautiful. One or two 
of the mrs have haunted me ever since. We have 
heard no such voices in America as those of Tamburini 
and Eubini. 

" The nest day, being Sunday, was indeed a day of 
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rest. "We attended St. Martin's Cborcli, Early on 
Monday morning, we started anew on aiglil.seeing ex- 
peditions. Our first visit was to the Coliseum. The 
panorama, which represents a view of-Loiidon from 
the lop of St. Paul's Cathedral, is very superb. After 
spending some time in a minute examination, we were 
talsen up to the top of the Coliseum, in the curious 
ascending room which rises from stoiy to story, without 
any perceptible motion. Afterwards we visited the 
saloon, where there are many exquisite specimens of 
seulpture, then the conservatories, the Swiss cot- 
tage, the Alpine glen, the waterworks, and the gar- 
dens. In the Swiss cottage we sat upon the cliair 
which was made for Queen Adelaide wlien she was 
about to visit the Coliseum — in the same chair Victo- 
ria has also reposed. 

" Through the Zoological Gardens we rambled for 
nearly four hours, and were forced to leave without 
feeling as though we had seen oil that was worthy of 
attention. 

" From the gardens we drove to Hyde Park, to sco 
the queen. A large concourse of people were assem- 
bled at the gates for the same pui'pose. We were dis- 
appointed in seeing her majesty, but fully repaid by the 
scene 't elf I bel'e e no re ort ' London ■ifford so 
excellent u oppor n ty of re ew ng 1 e fi-h omble 
world The SfW. ous gi ell A roids are o erel v h 
ladies an 1 ge tleme m unte 1 o mi^ f c t 1 o es 
and folio ed by the g ooms Or 1 1 ty lov ng 
eyes vere almo t dazzled by tl e f c fill ai d some- 
t mes fantast c h er es an I tl e t h lo ng of 1 e 
gorgeou equ pag tl at roll lyneJl u haoi. 
Many of these car ages we e of two d fiere t 1 ues 
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intermingled — others of the most delicate jiink, blue, 
light maroon, and I have seen even scarlet. Tlie arms 
of the nohility to whom they belong are painted on the 
panels, and their crests embroidered in gold on the ham- 
mer cloth. Some of the coachmen and footmen wore 
white powdered wigs and cocked hats. They all looked 
to rae as though they had just started up out of Cinder- 
■ ella's pumpkin. 

" Opposite the central arch of the grand entrance to 
Hyde Park is a colossal slatue of Achilles, erected by 
the English ladies in honor of Ihe Duke of ■Wellington. 

" We had left ihe hotel immediately after breakfast, 
hut only returned home in time lo dine by emidlelight. 
"We then visited Madame Tussaud's exhibition of wax 
figures, and spent Ihe evening in promenading through 
her large and brilliantly-iUuminated saloon. One group 
of statues consisted of the royal family and other cele- 
brated personages. Victoria is represented as she ap- 
peared at her coronation. She is seated on a throne — 
the ci'own on her brow, in one hand the sceptre, and 
in the other a golden ball. The Lord Bishop of Can- 
terbury is imploring a blessing ; Lord Melbourne hold- 
ing the sword of state ; the Duke of Devonshire, hia 
highness the Duke of Cambridge, the Duchess of Kent, 
and other members of the nobility are grouped around. 

"In the midst of another group stands the lamented 
Princess Charlotte of Wales, Her face wears an ex- 
pression of the most angelic sweetness. 

"Another group is composed of Mary, Queen of 
Scots, refusing to sign the document by which she 
renounces her crown — Baron Euthven, in a ferocious 
attitude, is attempting to compel her, the good Sir Eobert 
Melville endeavoring to appease his wrath, and a ven- 
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emble monk gazing with indignation at the brutal baron 
who insuhs his mistress. 

" Amongst the statues were those of Shakspeare, Bj- 
ron, Scotl, Kemble, Mrs. Siddous, and Malibran. One 
of the greatest curiosities is the figure of the beautiful 
Madame St. Amaranth, who rejected the disgraceful 
solicitations of Robespierre, and thus became the victim 
of his fury. She is stretched upon a couch in a dying 
attitude. Her bosom gently heaves to and fro like that 
of an expiring person ; you might almost fancy that yon 
felt her breath. Several of the statues move their heada 
so naturally that ive at first mistook them for human be- 
ings. A mistake of precisely the opposite character 
occasioned us some confusion and no little merriment. 
An elderly lady was sealed near the figure of Voltaire, 
intently gazing in his face. I placed my hand upon her 
shoulder, and said lo Emma, ' 0, look at this one ; it 
is capitally executed! ' The supposed statue turned its 
eyes upon me, and rose up to a terrible height, (as I 
thought,) with an annihilating expression. I did not 
sink into the earth, as the tall gentlewoman seemed 
to imagine that I was bound to do ; but as soon as I 
could recover from a sensation of half-frightened surr 
prise, I hurriedly begged her pardon. She swept by us 
witliout a word. Who could have helped laughing ? 

" The adjoining room, a veritable chamber of horrors, 
represents the interior of the Eastile. It is fdled with 
heads of persons taken after their execution. The first 
was Marat, who was put to death by Charlotte Corday. 
Then came the heads of Robespierre, of Stewart and 
his wife, of Barriere, Sea., all of them taken a few hours 
after execution. A model of the guillotine completed 
this most detestable exhibition. You probably remem- 
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ber that the fatal instrument was indented by Mr. Guil- 
lotin, a French physician, who actually died of grief 
caused by the horrible use made of his invention. 

" Tuesday it stormed, and we devoted the morning to 
letter writing. In the afternoon we visited the National 
HistoriKil Gallery and Miss Linwood's exhibition. In 
the evening we attended the St. James Theatre. The 
theatre itself was worthy of all admiration. Not so tlie 
performance. The actors were monkeys and dogs. I 
confess that even the novelty of the exhibition could not 
lend it a charm. 

" Our first visit on Wednesday was to the new House 
of Lords ; the old one waa burned in the late fire. We 
saw the throne which Victoria occupies when she opens 
Parliament; sat on 'the woolsack (and a very comforta- 
ble, good-natured sort of seat it is) appropriated to the 
LordChanceIIor,andexarained the steps where the Duke 
of Essex stumbled on approaching the queen. 

" From the House of Lords, with our expectations 
raised to the highest pitch, we crossed to Westminster 
Abbey. I shall not even attempt a description of what 
appears to me indescribable. I will only tell you of the 
monument that made the deepest impression. It was that 
of Lord and Lady Nightingale in the chapel of St. John. 
The expiring form of Lady Nightingale lies in the arms 
of her agonized husband, while ' gvim-visaged Death ' 
steals from beneath a tomb, and aims his unerring dart 
at the bosom of the dying woman. Her husband ex- 
tends one arm imploringly to the king of terrors, and 
with the other folds his fragile wife to the bosom which 
cannot protect her from that one foe. 

"We lingered a long time in the 'Poets' Corner,' 
and talked of the illustrious dead. And we sat on the 
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chair in which her majesty and preceding sovereigns 
were crowned. 

" From the abbey we drove to the celebrated Bvitish 
Museum, a vast receptacle of millions of wonders both 
of art and nature. Here the rest of the day was pi-of- 
itably consumed. We had only time to lake a short 
drive through Hyde Park before dinner. "We were 
too much fatigued to visit any place of amusement in 
the evening, and retired early. 

" Early on Thursday morning we drove to Kensing- 
ton Gardens, which adjoin Hyde Park. There is a 
lovely quietude about Uiese beautiful gardens, which 
contrasts strangely with their noisy and more fashion- 
able vicinity, Kensington Palace, to which the gar- 
dens are altached, was the former residence of the 
Duchess of Kent and Princess Victoria. It has little 
pretensions to grandeur — is built of old-fashioned 
looking brick, and reared with neither elegance not 

" From the gardens we drove to Richmond, enchant- 
ing Richmond ! Tliomson's Seasons were in our minds 
and on our lips, and their delightful association enhanced 
the charm of every prospect. I think this was the most 
^reeable drive I have ever yet talien. We all de- 
clared that there was no place we cared to visit after 
Richmond ; and there we spent the remainder of the 
day, wandering about in a state of dreamy delight, and 
chiding the setting sun (which we viewed from Rich- 
mond Hill) for warning us to return homewards. 

"On Friday we were occupied in packing. We 
■were to leave for Hamburg in the evening. As we 
stood in the midst of aa army of trunks, in the 'very 
teat of battle,' — a battle waged against the impossi- 
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bility of maliing them contain moi-e than they could 

hold, — H entered hiistily and told us that the 

queen waa expected to visit the National Gallery of 
Paintings. A crowd had already collected at a short 
distance ; if we made haste, we might see her. Oar 
toilets were rapidly completed, and we soon formed a 
portion of the expectant crowd. For an hour and a 
half we stooil ]>atiently waiting, listening to the douhts 
expressed by some, and (he confident assurances of 
others, that her majesty would shortly pass. We then 
walked to St. James's Square, (more than a mile ofi^,) in 
the hope of seeing her there. Again disappointed, we 
returned to our former station ; but after remaining 
there another hour, we were forced to return to the 
hotel to finish our packing. The queen passed three 
hours aflerwards. 

" On the loi eliest moonlight night I ever beheld, we 
bade adieu to London, nith the earnest hope that we 
might one day return." 
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Uamharg. — Bremm. — Americaa Ladies supposed to be black.— 
Incident at a Dinner Party. — Bridal Address irmialated into Ger- 
man. — Usages and Manners of the HorViem Germans. — Dinner 
Parties. — Funeral Customs.-^ BelrotJud and Bridal Cmtoma.— 
Bremen Ctdhedfal. — Pecalicaiiy of the Vault.— Corpses fow 
Centtaies old in a SftHe of Presavatian. — Bobbin;; Ike Studettl of 
a Lock of Hair. — Frei Markt. — Our Housekeeping in Ger- 
many. — Sltidies. —Arrival of Mr. Mowatt. — His lon'j Illness. — 
Departure for Paris. 

TwENTY-FOUK hours after our departure from Lon- 
don, we reached Hamburg by steamboat. Our passage 
across the Nortli Sea was smooth and pleasant. In 
Hamburg we i-emaineil one week, visiting all places of 
interest and uf public amusement within our reach. 
We were so conslantlj " on the wing " that I had no 
leisure to keep any record of our swallow-Ilke flights. 
From Hamburg we proceeded to Bremen, travelling 
part of the way by schnell post. One of our party, 
■who dill not comprehend German, remarked that prob- 
ably sehnell post meant snail post, judging from the slow 
and tedious mode of progression. She was particularly 
indignant when the swiftness implied by the word schneU 
was translated to her, but consoled herself with the 
reflection that the expression was probably used in 

In Bremen resided the parents and relatives of our 
new brother-in-law. An amusing incident took place 
when he first presented to them his young wife. A 
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servant, who had resided some time in his father's fam- 
ily, concealed herself behind the street door to catch the 
first glimpse of my sister. During tie tender embraces 
with which she was welcomed bj her warmhearted 
relatives, the servant could not see her faJ2e, which was 
shadowed by a profusion of long, dark ringlets; but 
when the greeting was over, and she was conducted into 
the drawing room, and her bonnet removed, the girl had 
a full view of her countenance. As her mistress passed 
out of the room, she rushed to her, exclaiming in Ger- 
man, "O, she's wAiie/ she's not Uack — only her hair. 

I thought Master H had married an Americcai 

woman, and brought you home a Uack daughter-in-law I " 
More intelligent individuals than this German mddcken 
were possessed with the belief that America produced 
only a race of negroes. 

In Bremen our time passed most delightfully. My 
sister was filed and courted for her own sake, as well as 
on account of her husband's position aa a popular and 
influential merchant. My aunt and I shared in the 
hospitalities oSered to them. 

At the first large dinner party given to my brother 
and sister, when the healths were proposed, a gentleman 
rose and recited to them a poem ia German. There 
was a gi-eat deal of applause — their glasses were 
touched by all present, and Iheir healths dmnk. Im- 
mediately afterwards the health of the "dichteiin" 
(poetess) was offered. What was my astonishment 
when all eyes were turned upon me ! I could only look 
with a questioning stare into the face of the gentleman 
who, having proposed the health, addressed me in a 
then tmhiovm tongue. My surprise and confusion were 
not lessened when I perceived a host of outstretched 
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hands, every one holding a vine glass towards me. 
1 looked at fhe challenging wine glasses in amaze- 
ment — then at my own, which I did not attempt to lift 
to meet theirs — then at- my broth ei'-b-law, petitioning 
in dumb show that he ivould explain what ivas expected 
of me. He was seated at some distance, but made a 
sign for me to touch my glass to the offered glasses. I 
did so, and the health of the " dichterin " was drunk. 
I joined in, and stupidly drank my own health, for I 
had not then discovered that I was the "dichterin." 

A gentleman at my side, who could only speak a few 
words of English, enlightened me by sayiag, " Dich- 
terin, dat is you — you pretty poem write your sister — 
Mr, B make German of." 

The Bridal Address which was recited at my sister's 
nuptials had been tnnslated into German without her 
knowledge oi mme These were the verses addressed 
to her when her health was proposed. Our kind Ger- 
man friends were very enthusiastic iii regard to the 
poem, tui whiih I was probably indebted to the trans- 
lator. As ior the oiiginal, it could only have been, to 
them 



Soon after this, to my great surprise, the Bridal 
Address appeared in the London Weekly Gazette. It 
was inserted (at ieasf, I so believe) by the editors, with- 
out the influence or knowledge of any of my friends, as 
an American production worthy of being quoted ; all 
which to a youthful authoress was sufficiently gratify- 
ing. From that moment the self-mistrust which had 
always chilled me, when I was persuaded to make pub- 
lic what I wrote, began to melt away. I continued to 
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write on various subjects, in poetry and pro c ^nd ?e t 
home occasional articles, which were publi 1 ed i tl e 
popular magazines of the day. The folio 1 ch 

app«ared in the Ladies' Companion, gives i j rapips 
eions of the manners and customs by wh h I woa 
surrounded : — 

"USAGES AKD MAKKEES OF THE KOIITHEKS GEKMAKH. 

" There is, perhaps, no entertainment where so much 
tediousness and enjoyment, so much vivacity and dul- 
ness, are incongruously mingled as at a German dinner 
party of tiie present day : enjoyment, because sufficient 
wit and humor are uingregated to speed Time on the 
wings of Pleasure — tediousness because even Pleisure 
tires at length of usmg her wings and le»vea Time to 
hang heavily about the shoulders of tliose she forsakes. 
Four, even Jwe, houi b passed at the table i^ considered 
no nnusual sitting and charmed must the \ ice be if its 
tones sink not into the monotony ol heaviness anil 
bright the wit, if ita flashes tested through thi" weary 
ordeal, lose none ot their biilbancy 

"The name of each mvited guest written tn a slip 
of paper, is found on the plate de igned for his use and 
in this manner the hostess reseivca tie privilege of 
joining those whose characters and fan les assimilate, 
and separating suih as are al variance or of uncongenial 
temperaments; thus, with the ever needful * aistanoe 
of the peacemaker, Tact, insuring the harmony of her 
entertainment. 

" When dinner is announced, eacli gentleman prome- 
nades a lady round the table until her name is discov- 
ered, then leaves her to seek the seat assigned to himself, 
and though nobody enjoys the privilege of changing his 
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place, a timely hint to tlie hostess is not without ita 
influence in securing the most agreeahle one. 

" The festive board is gorgeously spread with vases 
of costly china, perfuming the air with the hright-hued 
plunder of the greenhouse and garden, garlands of 
flowers, hasliets of luscious, fruits, and a profusion of 
tempting preserves, and fanciful confectionery, to delight 
the eye ; while the otiier senses are gratifying themselves 
with the smoking and highly-seasoned viands, carved by 
the servants at side tables, and handed separately round 
the general board. 

"T!ie company ouc« seated, a stranger is attracted by 
the courteous custom which makes each person turn with 
a smiling countenance to his neighbor, and, bowing, wish 
him ' einen guten appetit ; ' for there '.a a good-humored 
politeness in this social usage, which inspires a kindly 
feeling towards those in whose society you are thrown. 
Ton meet together to while away a few jovial hours, to 
make acquaintances of strangers, or di-aw closer the 
bonds of friendship round acquaintances already made ; 
and your intercourse commences with a friendly wish, 
responded by every lip, which seems to give you, even 
though strangers, some emotion in common, some desire, 
which, being mutual, assists in establishing that ease 
without which enjoyment may be assumed but never 
really felt. 

"It would be in vain to attempt describing the order 
of courses, which vary from fifteen to twenty, and are 
principally remarkable for the present mode of serving 
pudding before meat ; between each course, an interval, 
which would be long, unshoMened by the agreeable con- 
verse of tliose around, is permitted to intervene. 

" Id the avowed land of melody, it would appear use- 



Hostedbv Google 



:KEr. rARTiE3. 93 

less to mention that the most exquisite songs and finest 
instmmentaJ music form a delightful part of this as of 
every festirity. A number of toasts are usually drunk, 
accompanied by speeches from their projioseps ; each 
glass, when filled, being raised and lightly touched to 
the one nearest on either side, is made lo send forth a 
musical, ringing sound, peculiarly meny and pleasact to 
the ear ; and, so dexterously is tliis ceremony sometimes 
performed, that tlie simulta,neou sly joined glasses, circling 
the 'table, seem to form symbolic linlis of the social 
chain that unites those who hold them, wliicli, (as Ihey 
generally drink claret,) in HghlDess stud rosiness, may be 
further compared to these emhlemaltc fetters. If ihe 
health of one of the company, as an especial honor, is 
proposed, eveiy glass is touched to his, and gentlemen 
seated at a distance from the person toasted ordinarily 
rise, and approach him, that their glasses may come in 
collision. The health of the host and hostess, with an 
acknowledgment of theit hospitality, is never omitted; 
and the beautiful or humorous sentiments expressed in 
these toasts are an unbounded scarce of enterfainment. 

"After a number of courses have been served, the 
host leaves his seat, and, slowly making the tour of the 
table, pauses beside each guest, to whii^per Kind wishes, 
or make some civO inquiry, or lively jest, which soon 
spreads amongst the company. I once saw a charming 
old gentleman, the snows of many a winter wreathing hia 
brow, who was promenading round his convivial board, 
when he reached the chair of his still blooming wife, and 
she raising her good-tempered face, (which had been smil- 
ingly turned towards her guests, like a sunbeam shedding 
light on all around,) feigned to be too occupied to 
stop, but suddenly, and playfully stooping, snatched a 
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kiss from the lips so temptingly approached to his, with 
all the enthusiasm a young lover might have infused in 
the act ; nor was this little incident, or accident, rather, 
considered as an evidence of ill breeding, or made the 
subject of severe commeDt, as in any more form-loving 
land it inevitably would have been. 

" After the hundred and one courses have weaiily run 
their course, if the family live in the good old-fashioned 
style, rich ly-ornaiuen ted pipes, of a ludicrous length, are 
introduced, and generally not without making the belter 
acquaintance of every gentleman present; who freely 
indulges in the luxury of sending forth fantastic wreaths 
of smoke to circle the fair one by his side, without the 
remotest fear of a distasteful frown deepening on her 
brow ; and she, if fatigued, or preferring a more poetic 
garland, may soon disappear, almost unperceived, amid 
the clouds of smoke winch darken the air, and refresh 
herself with the perfume of the carefully-tended garden, 
which is oftener sought than the boudoir or parlor. Bui, 
in general, the company rise together, and bowing to 
each other, or cordially grasping hands, conclude the 
ceremonies of the table by wishing the hearty Gesegnete 
Mahheit, ' May your meal he blessed to you,' which a 
foreigner, who has witnessed the abundant and varied 
repast of which Ibey were pressed to partake, may 
secretly imagine is needed to insure its digestion. After 
a promenade in the garden, the company reassemble in 
the parlor, and well may the politeness of an American 
lady be beguiled into the vulgarity of amazement, to see 
her German friends quietly seat themselves, and com- 
posedly draw forth their needlework, as though busily 
engaged beside their own little work tables at home. 
The more elderly knit, the young embroider, and the 



Hosted bv Google 



IKDPSTIIT OF OEEMAS LADIES. 95 

needle is plied lo the meriy music of their tongues, for 
their employment assists rather than precludes eonver- 
sation. A Gertnaa lady cannot conceive the possibility 
of passing an easy and pleasurable hour with her fingers 
unoccupied. To so great an extent does she carry this 
industrious mania, as to play Penelope even while re- 
ceiving morning visitors, who, if they come to pass a 
few hours, are prepared lo follow her example. 1 heard 
the naive excuse of a young wife, who, being questioned 
on this subject by a foreigner, laughingly replied, ' We 
are weaving into Subslance again the smoke which our 
Bpendthrift husbands are pufDng to the winds, lest their 
extravagance should ruin us. They waste, we save ; so 
the balance is kept even.' 

" The Germans are remarkably fond of the open air, 
and, after dinner, coffee is served, sometimes at small 
tables in the garden, which often faces the street, some- 
times in vine-covered bowers, in the graceful balcony, or 
even unsheltered on the open wait, when the house is 
pleasantly located on the ramparts, or in an open square, 
or in a wide street. The ladies, while sipping their coifee, 
do not relinquish their needles, taking a stitch ever and 
anon to refresh themselves with the comfortable assurance 
that they are not idle ; nor have the surrounding gentle- 
men parted with their pipes, which bear fliem affection- 
ate company, unobjected to by the ladies, for they aU 
seem, with Halleck, to have discovered 

' The free 

In the dim, shadony clouds that hovet o'er us, 
When smoking quietly,* 

and to tolerate, even kail, that spirit's pi-esence. If the 
residence of the host is not distant from the public gar- 
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dens, they frequently are sought by the company to 
listen to the deUghtfu! band of music ordinarily stationed 
there. On returning to the house, t«ais served, and the 
young people amuse themselves with games and dancing, 
ttie elderly continuing their employments ; a light sup- 
per is handed round, and the party breaks up, rarely 
earlier, and seldom later, than ten o'clock. 

" On leaving the house, it is customary for each per- 
son to present the servant, stationed at the street door, 
with a piece of money, equal to five or sis shillings ; and 
tliis 'drink geld," as it is called, ■which is obtained in 
various nays from the guests of the master, is always 
carried to the mistress of the mansion, and kept by her 
until the end of the year, wlien it is distributed amongst 
all the domestics of the femily, and often amounts to so 
considerable a sum that a servant, before making an 
engagement, regularly aaks whether much company ia 
received, that an eslimtle may be formed of the lucra- 
tivene«s of the situation 

•' The funeral obsequies of the Germani vary in their 
different cities, and iie generally marked by some 
striking pecuhanty. In Hamburg, full wigs, of long, 
curling, flaxen hair, are usually worn by the pall bearers 
and attendants at the funeral, la Bremen, where I had 
more frequent opportunity of witnessing the last cere- 
monies in honor of the dead, the coffin, exposed on an 
open hearse, is preceded by a long procession of hired 
attendants, clothed in the deepest mourning, wearing 
three-cornered hats and flowing cloaks, fastened from 
shoulder to shoulder, and followed by a train of friends 
and relatives, sometimes with bared heads, in respect to 



" The instant death claims its earthly victim, a 
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tendant, in the above-mentioned costume, is despatched 
formally to annouiice the event to the connections, 
friends, and neighbors of the deceased. This custom 
has given rise to some ludicrous mistakes, when foreign- 
ers have been near residents of the house of mourning, 
as lYBs evinced by a party of American gentlemen, who 
were disturbed in their evening conviviality by the sud- 
den appearance of one of these aable-ckd messengers, 
begging to inform them, in the name of a wealthy and 
beautiful lady of the neighborhood, that she had just 
become a widow. The wondering strangers, having 
often in their promenades paid homage to the loveliness 
of the unknown lady, cordially thanked t!ie messenger, 
dtissed his j)alm with silver for hia trouble or for good 
luck's sake, and bade him present their compliments to 
the afiticted lady; then congratulating themselves oa 
the evidence of her preference, in thus speedily commu- 
nicating her situation, commenced calculating how soon 
they might pay her their consolatory devoirs, and decided 
that the civility should be acknowledged without delay j 
bnt, happening to boast of their fortunate adventure to 
a friend somewhat more om fait to the customs of the 
country, the extraordinary meaning they had given to 
an ordinary form was, much to their disappointment, 
discovered. 

"The body of the deceased, for many days after the 
spirit has been disinthralled, is watched with all the care 
and tenderness which were given to the couch of the 
Kving, and remains unconsigned to its parent earth until 
dissolution lias rudely banished any hope of revival 
which lingered round the cherished clay. In Vienna, 
Emd several other cities of Germany, an elegant building, 
convenienlly aj;ranged, ia especially devoted to the recep- 
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(jon of the dead; ttiifher, on soft littere, they are gently 
removed, placed in a comfortable bed and heated cham- 
ber, (in winter,) with a bellrope attached to their hands, 
that, should animatiou return, assistance might be in- 
Btanlly summoned ; and thus the mourners, clinging to 
a fragile hope, by long contemplation of their affliction, 
become familiarized with its presence before they yield 
to the reluctant conviction of its reality. Thus they 
rob the first bitter pangs of (heir poignancy, and, as 
Gelaleddin of the East, who, when the favorite slave of 
his idolatry expired in his arms, eommandcc! her to be 
borne to her sumptuous couch, forbade her death to be 
mentioned, inquired daily after her health, and regularly 
ordered her meals to be prepared and served, — like him, 
they soolhe their sorrow by blinding themselves a while 
to the cerlainfy of its existence. 

"A churchyard is never, in Germany, as so often 
with U3, the shunned and deserted spot, the mere neces- 
sary receptacle of lifeless flesh and crumbling bones, 
where nothing but the senseless marble and as cold and 
meaningless inscription, in the words of Korner, says, 
' Vergiss die trenen todten nicht.' 

"In the beautiful calm of a summer's evening, or in 
the memory-wakening stillness of a moonlight night, let 
the traveller seek the silent shades that shroud the un-: 
forgotten dead. Whom does he see kneeling, with fore- 
head bowed in prayer on the fiower-atrewn sod? The 
wifeless father ! His little ones cling to his side, their 
young hearts swelling as they hear of her who sleeps 
beneath, yet lives above ; and they learn at the grave 
of the mother whose hand would have guided them to 
immortal happiness, the path by which tiicy may rejoin 
ber on high. Proceed a step farther. Tou will see a 
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young widow bending over a shaHered column,* and 
with gentle hands (raining tbe ivy at ila base to wind 
round that sculptured emblem, even aa her thoughts 
and affections inlwine the memory of the departed. 
Slill on — a ]iranei''a group of rosy children, check- 
ing their youthful mtii'iment in this sacred spot, 
are silently wreathing the tomb of their parents with 
fresh garlands, or planting new flowers amid the already 
blooming parterre wliich conceals, yet marks, their 
graves. If one form leposes in th'it billowed ground 
whose memory has ceased to dwell in the hearts of 
tliose who 'live to weep,' your eye selects ila resting- 
place at a glance — the straggling bushes of long-neg- 
lected flowers struggle with rank and choking weeds 
that overtop them — no wreath hnngif, m graceful me- 
morial, over the costly monument, or hides the rude 
stone — the path around is grass gionn, and untrodden 
by the feet of memorj and love It i^ a desert spot, 
where beauty has withered as affection decayed. 
" Schiller says truly, — 



DieTodtennichtauf.' 

And to mourn is indeed unavailing; but should forget- 
fiilness be sought as the comforter of affliction, and con- 
solation be found alone in tiie Lethe which banishes the 
lost from our thoughts ? Death, which proves 

' Wnat dust wc dote on when 'tis man we love," 

should rather be the test of how perfect and changeless 
is that affection which, cherishing the soul, not merely 

nnsual in the graTeyards of (Jeimanr. 
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its mortal tenement, survives, with that death-defying 
spirit, forever." 

In alluding to the habits and peculiarities of the Ger- 
mans, I cannot forbear to mention those with which I 
was most charmed — their betrothal and bridal ceremo- 
nies. These formed the subject of the following article, 
written from Germany, and published in one of the 
periodicals of the day :- — 

"BiUDAL CUSTOMS Or THL NORTHBEN GEFMANS 

" There stdl exists, eicn at tliu timL vihen imagma- 
tion has been di-throned by cheerless reality, and toim 
and fashun h-ive utteily banished romance from the 
ciiUo of domcotic hi]pi!n,ss, a chaim interwoven with 
the nuptial LCiemonies of the Gerraics, nhich pie- 
aerves the warm ini social emotions of the. heait m 
then primitive buohtness and puiitj 

"When a joung girl is once betiothed, ivere the 
Hindoo tah (who-,e bond dcitli only can dissolve) 
aruund her neck, she Lould not feel hei-aelt moie iirev- 
ocablj joined to him whom hci phghtel tilth has 
blessed &1 e i theieforc, moved bj no calculating mo- 
tives for conic dmcnt She is not coquette enough to 
eouit the attentions ot other men, whom her unac 
knowledged vows myht mislead, and a faithless lover, 
a Jilted lady, and a broken engagement, ire phenomena 
m hn bnd too larcly heard ol to be drcided Thus 
she doE,^ not hlush (o proclaim to the woild her 

' Puro. open, prosperous love, 
That, plodged on oarth, and Eoaled above. 
Grows in tho world's approving eyes, 

In friendship's smile, and home's ciress. 
Collecting all the heart's sweet lies 

Into one loiot of happiness.'. 
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Her acquaintances are soon made partakers of Iter Lap- 
piness. From this hour to that of her marriage she is 
called 'bride,' (resigning ihe name the instant she be- 
comes a wife,) and regarded as a being on whom every 
testimony of affection and every kindness- of friendship 
are to be lavished. Her friends and connections select 
lier as Ihe queen of their feles ; and, at the dinner 
parties daily given in her honor, the seats of the bride 
and bridegroom grace the head of the festive board. 
Their plates are wreathed with garlands of natural 
flowers, and bouquet's of the most exquisite buds and 
s bloom in vases beside them. Tlie first health 
le bride's, often accompanied by a feeling 
and beautiful address to the happy pair. It is usual 
for the bridegroom to express hia thanks in an answer. 

"A week before the nuptials, the most intimate 
friend of the bride invites her young companions to a 
festival called 'The Binding of tlie Myrtle Wi-ealh.' 
On this occasion no married person is admitted. 

"The myrtle wreath, which is to mingle with the 
tresses of the bride at her nuptials, is noiea by the 
hands of young maidens, and the gentlemen are ex- 
cluded from their presence nnlil this cereraimy is com- 
pleted ; the evening is then divided between dancing 
and amusing games. "When the bridal morning arrives, 
bright-colored flags float gayly from the windows of the 
bridegroom's friends and business acquaintances ; anvi a 
profusion of cadeanx, flowei-s, and poetry is showered 
in upon the bride. At the altar her brow is encircled 
by the myrtle wreath, whose binding she witnessed a 
few days previous — the emblem of that everlasting 
faith and constancy implanted in her heart. During 
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the eveaing tliere 13 always a sportive attempt to pluck 
the leaves from her garland, over which, to prevent 
these depredations, tbe bridegroom becomes guardian ; 
and hia hand alone, when her friends withdraw, removes 
the wreatii from her hrow. A serenade beneath their 
wiadows closes the ceremonies ; and though, 

' "When the young bride goes from her father's hall, 
She goes unto loye yet untried and new, 
She parts from the love which hath still been true," 

she seldom m thit happy clime, parts to weep over 
changed aff'-ctions and unrealized hopes. 

' Tiientj five jears after the day of tlieir union, 
should both p-iilips be so forlunate as to reaeh together 
that ad^'mLeJ jeiiod, another festival celebrates the 
virtues ol the uije, who again receives gifts, and lokens 
of affection, and congratulatory poems (some I have 
seen piinted on satin) from her friends. Seated on a 
chair ot sl^te at an appointed hour, her two youngest 
children (if she have any) approach her, bearing a bas- 
ket heaped with newly-gathered fiowers, among the 
leaves ot whii,h glitters a silver crown. Presenting 
theu beaufiiul burden, (hey recite some verses, gener- 
ally composed by the elder children. Their iatiier, who 
stands by her side, receives the crown and places it on 
the head ot his wife, whose thoughts perliaps wander 
ImcIv to tie e*e when the myrtle wreath lay freshly 
there, and over the years that have since fled, which 
start up one hy one before her, while she asks her heart 
if It his been as true and as fond as it vowed to be, or 
whether theie is not yet some evidence of love unshown, 
some sactilice of affection unoffered, by which she can 
add to the felicity of her husband and of his home. 
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"Wlien Iialf a century has rolled away, and the bride 
of fifty years ngo lias survived to be the beloved wife of 
half a hundred years of tried and unchanging affection, 
an event so extraordinary and so unfreqnently wit- 
nessed is celebrated by the ' golden hochzeit,' or golden 
wedding, at wLicli a crown of gold is piesented the rev- 
erend matron. A clergyman, addressing the aged pair, 
rehearses the blessings which have been granted to 
them in the long life they have spent together, and 
revives the emotions of their youth in the remembrance 
of its by-gone pleasures. 

" By some these customs would be esteemed useless 
or absurd ; but when we reflect that they cherish and 
keep fresJi the kindliest feelings of the heart, constrain 
those wlio are honored by them to review iheir past 
lives and ask themselves whether the silver and the 
golden crown — the rewai-ds of constancy and afieetion 
— have been fairly won, we may rather lament that 
these ceremonies should be confined to romantic Ger- 
many alone." 

There are so few objects of very decided interest to a 
traveller in Bremen, that I must not pass over without 
mention (he remarkable cathedral wliich it contains. 
I have forgotten the dimensions, as I took no notes of 
them at the time. The cathedral is immensely high, 
and resembles some temple of the Greek or Eomaa 
gods rather than any modern edifice. It is filled with 
gayly-colored pictures of Adam, Noah, Abraham, Jacob, 
Sarah, Rebecca, Esther, &c., &c., habited in somewhat 
theatrical costumes. The pulpit is in the centre of the 
church. The altar is at the west end, and appears not 
unlike a lower. It is composed of four columns, wound 
round with gilt flowers, festoons of which are gracefully 
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suspended from tlie suiiiinif. Upon the fop stands a 
painted figui-6 of our Savior. One extended hand 
holds a golden cronn, and the other a cross. At each 
end of the four coiners are recording angfla, with open 
books and ready pens. Beneath is l!ie communion 
table, its rich covering of crimson velvet ivorltcd with 
emblematical devices in gold by the jonng ladies of 
Bremen. A grape vine, loaded with long clustering 
briMiches of golden fruit, forms the rear of tlie altar. 
The pulpit is supported by little, chubby, laughing 
angels, displaying their white teeth to great advantage, 
and by a ring of merry -looking apo'itles, nbSse persons 
betoken tlie most indubitably robust health. 

In theiault of the cathedral dead bodies are pre- 
served for centuries without decay. The bodies are not 
embalmed, but literally dried. It is a matter of ques- 
tion and wonder how the vault acquired tlie singular 
pi'operty of preservation. There have been various 
speculations on the subject, but no satisfactory reason 
haa yet been given. The cofGns were open, and the 
mysteriously-embalmed corpses, wrapped in their decay- 
ing shrouds, eihibited to visitors. Some of the boilies 
were four hundred years old. The teeth of tlie Coun- 
tess of Stanhope (who is said to have been a great 
beauty) were still perfect, and a noble baron by lier 
Bide yet retained his corpulent appearance. One body 
was that of a mason, who had fallen from the lop of the 
cathedral and bi-Qken his neck. The head was almost 
completely separated from the body, though both were 
in a perfect stal« of preservation. Anollier body was 
that of a young student, who hail been sliot in a duel 
for his lady love. The hole in his breast where the ball 
went through was distinctly visible. One of our party 
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pi-ofanely severed a lock of hair from the liead of this 
Eomeo — robbing the dead of locks which time had 
spared. 

Immediafely in front of the cathedral is a small stone, 
upon ivhlch a cross is rudely cut. to mai'k the spot 
n-Iiere the notorious Gottfried was beheaded. She is 
said to have committed upwards of seventy murders. 
Amongst her victims were lier own husband and 
children. 

During our stay in Bremen the Fret dlitrlt, or an- 
nual fair, — the greatest jubilee in the year, — was held. 
It is desa'ihed in the following letter, addressed at the 
time to one of my sisters : — 

" Bremen has thi'own aside her sombre parb and 
sober air of ealm monotony and imescited coatent. 
The great annual fair has commenced, and every thing 
is joviality, and bustle, and confusion. Fancy yourself 
transported to our side, dear May, and we will take you 
to see the Frei Markt. After your imaginary flight 
through the air, you find yoni-self in a large, gallery-like 
room, all dooi-s and windows, with a floor minus the dear 
luxury of a carpet, but so highly polished that you can 
see your foi-m reflected as in a mirror; and if you step 
too quickly, you will run some risk of measuring your 
length. This is our drawing room. Tlie windows open 
on the ever-charming ramparts. Staad nt those win- 
dows fi'om ' early morn to dewy eve,' and your ears will 
be greeted by Huinterrupled strains of music — some- 
times appi-oaching — sometimes dying away in the dis- 
tance — sometimes immediately beneath the windows — 
but music in some shape never ceases. Now you hear 
the soft tones of a rude harp — now a wild, native 
instrument, wills piercing notes, played on by young 
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boyi — now u la only an orgtn to wliieh you are liaien- 
ing but it i> mimgeJ with a skill to us unknown. The 
otgan IS '.ui rounikil by a troop of soiigfti'esses, the 
pathos of who e ndi voicpa h onld impart a charra even 
to a less lommtit accompaniment, could such be found. 

" We IV ilk out together The ramparts, the gardens, 
the publiL bquiies the ( t all densely crowded. 

Ladies in their gayest t 7 vomeu in their 

gala costuniLO, h^ppy b y fill 1 air with merry 
sounds from the cisfa I tl fi ^'ors, crowds of 

laughing children with w h f flowers on their 
heads, all aie histema t j y h u iversaUioliday. 

"We pui->uu onr «iy along the ramparts. See! 
there is a circus opened foi these twelve days only. 
Near it an uncouth enclosure has suddenly sprung up, 
where rope dancers are terrifying, and therefore delight- 
ing, the gaping ci-owd. The road is lined with wander- 
ing minstrels, siugiug and playing for groals. At last 
we reach the great square and the market-plaee, where 
the fair is held. Here the throng is so dense that we 
must fight our way by means of divers gentle elbowings, 
quiet nudges, and pertinacious pushings, if we would 
pass at all. See the gayly-colored boats, and cars filled 
with enchanted boys and girls, swiftly wafted through 
the air ! Look at those little urchins bestriding flying 
ponies, that whirl round a miniature railway to the 
sound of music ! Each youthful hero has a mimic 
Bword in his outstretched hand, and strives lo secure the 
golden ring which peeps forth from a small opening at 
the side of a pole. But no sooner is the prize borne in 
triumph away than the ring is magically replaced by 
another. 

" The whole sciuare is covered with booths, fancifully 
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decorated, and fair} looking houses, tianaported there in 
a night. These ire filled nith cuiiosilies, exhibited by 
rosy-cheeked girls from the inltnor and south of Ger- 
many. Some of fhem are dreiaed in the picturesque 
Tyrolese costume , the beautj of others i= disguised by 
the frightful provincial garb of black, wilh fifty long, 
funeral ribbons hanging tiom their heads , somi, are in 
the HoUandish diess, with wide broai bands encucling 
their brow ; but the laiger portion \\ ear the more -simpk 
bodice, tunic, striped petticoat, and clean white cap of 
Bremen. 

"All dwellings that face the square and market, 
whether private houses or hotels, are rented out for 
these twelve days to foreign venders, and rapid and 
singular la the transformation effected by the latt«r. 
No one knows his own home again. 

" But let us not pass those wonder-relating peddlers 
without stopping. You see they carry about a series of 
pictures, pasted on boards — these they erect at each 
street corner. In a few moments a crowd assembles. 
Mule and siatue-like stand the people, while iu energetic 
language, and pointing to the groups of uncouth figures 
rudely delineated, this novel historian recounts how a 
spectre was seen in a haunted castle, where murder had 
been committed ( and how a huge sword, that hung 
against the wall, dropped blood ; and how the people 
fled, and the skelelon of a beautiful maiden was discov- 
ered, &c., &c., — all to the evident edification of his at- 
tentive listeners. Many of them are deeply moved at 
his sublime descriptions of the beauty of the lady, as 
plainly evinced by the skeleton, and the ferocity of her 
murderer, as attested by the blood-dropping sword. 
Sometimes, during the relation of these pathetic scenes, 
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solemn music is played; sometimea the tale of liorror 
ends with a dirge lo the memory of some uiiforlunate 
pair ; or, if the tale be a merry one, with a nuptial song 
in honor of a happy conple. But the comic relations 
have fewer listeners. A German crowd are more en- 
amoured of the terrible.'* 

Twelve days, and the fair is over. In a singlo 
night, the booths, the fairy houses, the circus flying 
boats, cars, horses disappear. Bi'cmen ivakea up the 
next morning from her lestive dream, and is her sober, 
stately self again. 

After we had passed some weeks in Bremen, my 
Bister and her husband prepared to continue their trav- 
els. We expected Mr. Mowalt to join us in a few 
months, and I preferred quietly awaiting him with my 
aunt. I was particularly desii'ijus of studying the Ger- 
man language, and so excellent an opportunity might 
not again be presented. We found no difficulty in 
hiring a pretty fiirnished house, situated upon the delight- 
ful Eampart*. Tlie hospitality of our nei«ihbors soon 
made us feel domesticated. My aunt could not speak a 
word of German. I only understood a few sentences, 
and yet we commenced housekeeping with Grerman 
domestics ; German venders to market with j German 
tradespeople to deal with ; German friends to associate 
with, very few of whom understood English any better 
than we did Gennan. I used to make pui-chases at the 
door with a dictionaiy in my hand. Our fruit and 
vegetable sellers, to whom I made signs requesting 
them to be patient while I hunted out the necessary 
words, stood with distended mouths, gazing at me in 
mute asloniiliment. I heard that a feminine dealer in 
v^etables, while spealting of me to a neighbor, put her 



Hosted bv Google 



109 

finger significantly on her forehead, and gave a doleful 
shake of the head, intimating that it was very doubtful 
whether all was right with me in that region. 

My aunt's trials of this nature were even greater 
than my own. Many were the amusing dilemmas in 
which she was placed, owing to her ignorance of the 
language. One day she had gone to the cuisine to 
enact a series of pantomimic directions to the cook, 
\rhile I was busy in my own room. By and by she 
called out to me, in great distress, — 

"Good gracious, Anna, what is the Gcrmiin for a 
plate ? " 

" Teller," I replied, leaning over the stair. 

"Tell her what?" returned my aunt, not supposing 
that she had heai'd aright. 

" Teller," I answeredjsack at the top of my voice. 

" How can I teli her, unless you tell me what lo fell 
kerV she retorted in a tone that betokened s lie was 
gradually becoming healed — and, indeed, the weather 
was sultiy. 

" Can't you hear me tell you to tell her teller ? " 

"That's just what Iwaat to do; but how can I tell 
her, unless I know what to tell her ? " 

I was laughing so heartily that I could ouly shout 
out, "Tell her, teller." Buf, fearing that my aunt 
might become exasperated, I ran down stairs, and for 
her edification uttered the magic word. Of course, the 
desired plate was produced, to her great amazement ; 
but she good naturedly joined in my unrepressed merri- 

After the long rest, — for I had hardly opened a book 
since I left America, — I returned to my studies with 
fresh eagerness. The clock seldom struck six when I 



Hosted bv Google 



110 

was not faking my morning walk on the Ramparts ; or, 
ivilh a bevy of children and their nursery maids, feeding 
swana tbat floated on the slream which divides tlie 
Kam parts and the counterscarp. 

At nine came my German teacher, a most accom- 
plished lady, and remained two hours. She was suc- 
ceeded by a music and singing master ; for 1 felt bound 
to return to my Sisyphus labor, and renew my battles 
with the unconquerable music lessons. 

Our German friends continued to overwhelm ua with 
the warmest hospitality, and in a very short time I had 
sufficient command of the language (o enjoy their society. 
Sometimes I took t^ o &e nan lessons i i diy instead 
of one, and exqu site vas nj enjoj e t hen the 
beauties of Goellie a d S h Her gr-jd illy developed 
themselves to me 

We had passed al o t threp montl s in Bi emen, when 
Wr. Mo^¥att unexpectedly arr \ed "W e loi ked for him 
a fortnight later. He took all the kindest precautions 
to guard me against the excitement of a surprise ; but 
an annoying contretemps defeated his intentions. I was 
practising at the piano, when I hei'rd his step and the 
Bound of his voice, and a second afterwards saw him 
enter Ihe room. The startled sensation of joy with 
which I sprang from my seat, produced, for the first 
time, a hemorrhage of the throat or lungs. I was after- 
wards afdicled in (he same manner, for several years, 
whenever I labored under violent excitement. It was 
some days before I I'allied. My newly-gained health 
had received a severe shock. 

Mr. Mowatt proposed that we should visit the Ehine, 
malte a tour through Switzerland, Italy, and France, 
and then return homo. The preparations for our jour- 
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ney were nearly completed, when lie was suddenly at- 
tacked by a disease of the eye, which almost destroyed 
his sight. The utmost skill of the two most celebrated 
horacoopathists in Bremen did him no good. He passed 
four months in a darkened chamber, suffering the most 
excruciating agony, and deprived of all enjoyment, save 
that of being read to, or talked to, from morning until 

Thus, day after day, each wearier and sadder than 
the' preceding, passed on, though his affliction was borne 
with an almost feminine patience. He seemed to rally 
periodically, and then sink into his former state. 
During one of these intervals, I persuaded him to 
attempt a journey to Paris, in the hope that he might 
obt^n more efficient medical advice. Our preparations 
were rapidly made for fear of a relapse. It was De- 
cember; the weather was infenseiy cold, the travellmg 
worse Ihan at any other period of the year ; yet we set 
out with Indian courage. The journey was accom- 
plished in, I tliink, three days. 



Hosted bv Google 



CHAPTER VI. 

Paris, — Vnexpestsd Friends. — Viiitto Bahnfraann. — JTrs-HoSne- 
mOBii. — Her History. — JVeio Physicians. — Eecocery of Sight. — 

Parisian Gayetiea. — Description of Ball at ColmtelT n'».— 

T/ie Carnii-al.— Oetteral C sa. — Bachel and her Sisteri.— 

, F^icilitiBs of Edusaiion in FraiKe. — American Copy of Parisian 
Maimers. — Male and female Poliiidatii. — Louis Philippe. — St. 
GeTToain Soeieli/. — Ptea de la Concorde. — Place Veadome. — 
Place du Carrotael —Foimtains. — Arc de Trioiaphs de PEIoile. — 
Tailerics. — Les Champs Elysies. ~ poia de Botdofftie, —■ Studies 
resamed. — Flai/ for prhaie Representation commenced. — Scenery 
painted in Paris, — Sai!in;jfor America. 

Most Slid was our entrance into that nielropolis, where 
the heai't of the great woi-ld ia 6aid to beat ivith its 
merrieit puhitiona The strength of our imalid was 
completelv evhiitt-d and SLa.rcely had. ive reached 
Pario wlien he became dangerously ill To have 
delivered Ihe lefter? of mere fishionable introcluctjon 
with wl uh ne «eie abundantly supplied, would at that 
moment ha\e been a mockcrj We should have been 
desolate indeed, had not friends sprung vip around us in 
the kind relatives of a French brother-in-law. He was 
the husband of that sister who lirst woa Mr. Mowatt's 
adra d n! ha 1 n since gone to the " better 

la d 

Th m h ad ers f Mr. G were women 

of h h fin n a d m lovable character. They 
a n 1 1 h n 1 o lightening our cares for 

h I and h u by tlieir agreeable society. 
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Mr. Mowatt, liowever, resisted all persuasions to 
place himself in the hands of their family physi- 
cian. His prejudices were in favor of homoiopathy. 
Hahnemana was then residing in Paris, and if llie new 
ecieaee could yield balm for the invalid's affliction, we 
might seek it at the fountain head. 

Hahnemann, at that period, had become too feeble to 
visit his patients. He received them at bis oivn resi- 
dence. Mr. Mowatt being confined to bis bed, the duty 
of calling upon the learned doctor, and of minutely 
describing the case, devolved upon me. 

It was KciivceJy nine o'clock when I entered Ilahne- 
mann's magiiiiicent mansion ; but his saloons were al- 
ready crowded, and one o'clock struck before I gained 
an audience, A valet, in gaudy liver;', who had taken 
my card some four hours before, then approaclied, and 
informed me that I would now be received into the con- 
sultation chamber. I followed him through a succession 
of apartments, all richly furnished, and embellished 
with numberless bust? of Hahnemann, of various sizes. 
A door was thrown open, and I entered the consultation 

At the head of a long table sat a lady, dressed in the 
most recherche dc mi-toilette, with a gold pen in her 
hand, and piles of books ind papers strewed around 
her. &be mij,ht have betn fotty yeats old; but I am 
no judge of iges Her lorm was finely rounded, and 
her face still freih and handsome Her brow was 
remarkably high, and the hair, thrown baek from ber 
templCu, tell m long light curls upon ber shoul l^rs. 
Her completion nas biillnntlj cl6T.r, and her blue eyes 
had a detplj thoughtful expresaion bbe rose to receive 
me, and it nas not until she resumed her seat tliat a 
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Bhrivelled, little, oM inan became \i'-iblp lie «t) 
reclining in a sumptuous aim tlitir, ivith a blact \chet 
skullcap on his Lend, and in his mouth a rii hh en 
amelled ])ipe, that reicbed almost to his kiiPLs His 
face reminded me of i rudd} apple tint hid been 
withered by the froat , but the ''mall, dait cje'- dicply 
set in his head, could scarcely have glittered ivil.h more 
brilliancy in his lusty youth. As I took tlie seat Yi'liJcIi 
Mrs. Hahnemann designated, he noticed me with a look 
rather than a bow, and remo-\ing the pipe fi'om his 
mouth, deliberately sfnt a volume of smoke across the 
table — probably in token of gieetinj;. 

Mrs. Hahnemann addressed me, and wrole down my 
answers to her numerous questions ; but at the con- 
clusion of the intpr\iew declined prescribing, until the 
invalid made the effort to appear iu person. Huhne- 
mann sat puffing away as though his existence depend- 
ed upon the amount of smoke with which he wns sur- 
rounded, and apparently intent alone upon his pleas- 
ant occupation. But when I spoke of our long visit 
to Germany, he suddenly took the pipe from bis moutli. 
"Sprechen sie Deutsclie?" wei-e the first words he 
addressed to me. 

I had only to utter " Ya wolil," when a species of 
Promethean fire seemed to shoot through the veins of 
the smoking automaton ; he laid down his pipe, and 
commenced an animated conversation in bis own lan- 
guage. 

He spoke of Germany and her institutions with en- 
thusiasm ; asked me many questions concerning Amer- 
ica, and expressed his admiration of the few Americans 
with whom he was acquainted. As soon as politeness 
permitted, I led back the subject to the point from 
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wliich we had originally started — Mr. Mowatt's illness 
in Germany. At llie first medical question, the pipe 
returned to its former position, the espanded counte- 
nance shrivelled up again, Ihe distended muscles re- 
laspd, Jlie erect form Bank back into a withered heap, 
and was quickly enveloped in smoke — he was the 
wearied-out old man again. Mrs. Hahnemann answered 
my quePtioa with much suavity, and then gracefully 
rose. This was her signal of dismission. I promised 
to return with the patient as soon as possible. She 
touched a silver hell, the door was tbi-own open, and 
the liveried valet escorted me to my carriage. 

I afterwards heard the history of Mi-s. Hahnemann. 
She had been cured by her husband of a disease which 
other physicians pronounced necessarily fatal. Through 
gratitude, she bestowed her hand upon the man who had 
saved her life. Her husband taught her the science of 
medicine. She made rapid progress, and he soon pro- 
nounced his wife as skilful a physician as himself. IVhen 
he became infirm, his practice was left almost entirely 
in her hands. 

A few daj-s after the first visit, I returned, accom- 
panied by Mr. Mowatt. Again we had to viait seierai 
hours in the antechambers; and, when admitted, the 
interview was unsatisfactory. Aft(.r but a short trial 
of the medicines prescribed, his suftcnng^ were eo in- 
tense that horateopathy was abandoned, and Madame 

G 's family physician called in. Four months 

passed on and brought no relief. But succor came at 
last from llie hands of an eminent American surgeon, 

Dr. M tt, of New York. One fortnight from the 

day when he first undertook the case, Mr. Mowatt was 
able to exchange his darkened chamber for our lightiy- 
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eurtaineil drawing room. Wliat a day of joy wafi tliat 
on which he took hia first walk wiEh unbaiidsiged eyes 
upon the Champs Elys^es I What a moment of happi- 
ness wlien, looking over my shoulder at the volume I 
was reading aloud, he discovered that, for the iii"st time 
for many montiis, his eyes could distinguish print ! 

With a keener sense of enjoyment tluin I had ever 
yet experiencedj I now mingled with the gay world, and 
became thoroughly fascinated with Parisian society. A 
portion of every morning was spent in visiting antique 
palaces, galleries of paintings, and various curiosities ; 
and in tlio evening we often attended two or three balls 
on the same night. We also frequented the theatre, 
opera, coiicerts, as often as our social engagements 
would permit. Mr. Mowatt seldom venlui-ed to trust 
his eyes to the hlaze of ball-room chandeliers, but in- 
sisted upon my aunt and myself accepting every agree- 
able invitation. He used to say that he derived more 
amusement from listening to our humorous descriptions 
than he could have derived from being present. The 
constant habit of repeating for his diversion every thing 
we had seen and heard, soon rendered us quile accom- 
plished raconteurs. 

1 insert the following description of a fancy ball, 

given by the American millionaire, Colonel T n, 

which was declared to be the most charming of the 
many we attended. The account was written by me at 
the time for the Ladies' Companion: — 

" Of all the magnificent entertainments which Paris 
has this season witnessed, the hid costume, given at the 

residence of Colonel T n, on the second night of the 

carnival, for splendor and concentrated variety of amuse- 
ments, bears away the palm. 
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"Long before the palace-like mansion of Colonel 
T n could be reached, the interminable line of equi- 
pages, with iheir coroneU and coats of arms, the liveried 
coachmen in front, and fancifully-dressed chasseurs be- 
hind, announced what guests would grace his entertain- 
ment. On approaching the hotel, some fifty gendarmes, 
well mounted, guarded the brilliantly-illumined and 
spacious court yard, while the canopied poreh and whole 
front of the mansion were tlironged by the attendant 
domestics of the visitors. Alighting, you are received 
by some twenty foolme.n, and ushered into an antecham- 
ber, the centre of which is occupied by the at present 
fashionable ornament, a handsome billiard table. Pass- 
ing through this apartment, you are loudly announced 
at the door of the reception room, where stands the 
ever-graceful and affable hostess, whose very smile 
makes welcome, and whose courteous greeting sheds 
ease on all around. 

" Twelve gorgeous saloons were thrown open. Where 
the uncouth door once had been, costly drapery was sus- 
pended, tastefully gathered in folds or festoons ; the car- 
pets of velvet, the divans, ottomans, and couches were all 
that could be imagined of luxurious and beautiful. The 
walls were fluted with gold or rich silks, and hung with 
the woiks of the fiist n asters tl e ce'lings painted in a 
thousand d v ces One ai artn ent ra sed al ove the 
others ov rlookcl the ball room and was 1 ed w th a 
row of dr pe ed irches fiom vh e! tl e dj ers vie e 
viewed to the grea est advant ge tl e r 1 ght forms 
reflect d n the Irglt m rors oppos e h cl covered 
one entire side of the dancing apartment. The thou- 
sand lights shed a flood of brilliancy which would almost 
have eclipsed sunshine i and the sparkling of diamonds 
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and many-colored gems iiirew a lustre arounii almost 
painfully dazzling. 

" And the varied, tbe charming, the Toluptuously 
beautiful costumes ! When Fashion, whose rigoi-oua 
sway clothes Ihe hunchback and the ejlph in the same 
gai'b, forsook her throne, what taste, what art, were ex- 
pended to set forth eveiy gi-ace, and show Beauty robed 
in all her charms, heightened by adornments which only 
displayed what they seemed intended to conceal ! There 
were sultans and sultanas, queens and courtiers, knigliis 
Templar and ladies in tournament robes ; the godJes.? 
of night, wrapped in her glittering silver stai-s, and the 
crescent on her fair brow, one bed of diamonds ; naiads 
and nymphs of the woods, Anna Boleyn, and Madame 
Pompadour, Even Joaa of Arc herself forsook ihe 
rude field to enjoy the soft pleasures of these princely 
halls. There were costuriies of every clime, ' of every 
land where woman smiles or sighs.' 

"It would have employed (he eyes of Argus to have 
scanned them all. Soon as the midnight hour arrived, 
the swell of music stole upon the ear from the exquisite 
haod of fifty musicians, and a general rush was made to 
the ball room, until then unopened. A large circle 
drawn in the centre of the apartment was the magic 
boundary not lo be passed ; but the throng around it 
was inconceivably dense until the sound of horses' feet 
was heard ; when ali with one accord drew back as four 
fairy steeds, mounted by Cinderella postilions, drawing a 
Queen Mab chariot of crimson velvet, with golden wheels, 
flew twice around the ring. A pair of lovely shepherd- 
esses, placing their flower-wreathed crooks upon the 
ground, sprang lightly from the chariot, ami, as the car 
and its outriders disappeared, moved gracefully round in 
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a fanciful pas de deux, amidst the noisy plaudits of 
admiring spectators. The gucKta elevated tliemselves 
on sofa:S and couches, souieliraes three or four croivding 
together on the small and delicately-shaped chairs, at 
the imminent risk of losing their balance ; while a host 
of crushed unfortunates on tiptoe behinJ, clinging to 
those raised hy chance (as so often happens in the 
world) above them, made extremely perilous the position 
of both parties ; thus adding much to the excitement, and, 
according to the rule that Pleoaure is enriched by sharing 
Tv-iih her sister Puia, to the enjoyment, of the scene- , 

"The pi-etty shepherdesses, after finishing their 
gi-aceful evolutions, were put to flight by the entrance 
of some fifteen or twenty Turks, knights, and Highland- 
ers on horseback, who, after going through a ludicrous 
contre daase, galloped noiselessly away amidst peals of 
mei'riment, which must have drowned the trampling of 
their horees' feet ; for, strange to say, none was heard. 
Then entered Madame Pompadour, Louis XV. and 
his coui't, with their powdered wigs and magiiilicent jew- 
elled robes. They performed with much spirit the old- 
feshioned dances of their age, amongst which the stately 
courtesying minuet called forth the most unbounded ap- 
plause. It were in vain fo attempt a desci-iption of the 
series of dances in character which followed ; each and all 
were executed with mingled iaste and skill, and at their 
close the giddy walta and gay quadi-jlle were merrily 
joined in by the company in general ; and brigands flew 
round, encircling their fiiir captives ; Christians, unmo- 
lested, stole the pride of the Turkish harems ; and shep- 
herdesses looked happy with lords. 

" When dancing bad tired the unwilling feet of many 
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an enraptured fair one, the droll queries of a strolling 
manager, and pertinently stupid answers of his clown, 
forming a set enigmas or charades, gratefully varied the 
diversions. A handsome supper table, filled with con- 
fectionery, was accessible the whole evening; and a 
little past midnight the rich curtains which concealed 
a spacious apartment were thrown back, disclosing the 
most sumptuous banqueting board, spread with every 
delicacy that could gratify the palate or satisfy the ap- 
petite ; heavy with the service of gold, bright with the 
dazzling radiancy of costly candelabras, and the mellow 
light of moonlight lamps, which lined the gilded walls, 
rich with such ornaments as the genius of Paris alone 
could execute. The table itself was so spacious and 
long, that, reflected in the large mirror at its foot, the 
eye refused to I'cach-its farther end. When graced on 
either side by ' fair women,' who seemed to liave been 
gathered from every land, lovely I'elics of every ago, 
relieved by the background of ' brave men,' like the set- 
ting to jewels, what more splendid sight could be im- 
agined ? 

" The morning had far advanced before the courteous 
host and hostess found their banquet halls deserted. It 
proved, indeed, — 

But a gayer festival, with more agremens and less 
alloy to the general enjoyment, may seldom again be 
witnessed. 

" The cost of this ball is currently estimated at eight 
thousand dollars. One lady present wore so many dia- 
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monds (aaid (o be valued tit two hundred thousand dol- 
lai-s) that she was escorted in her carriage by gert- 
darbies, for fear of robbery." 

Colonel T 's fancy ball was given on the second 

day oi' the carnival. The eelebraiioa of the Parisian 
carnival does not, of course, approach that of the Ital- 
ian, yet it is worthy of some mention. For three days 
Paris empties its populace into the etreefs, and every 
willing head wears Folly's cap and belis. The carni- 
val procession consists of a cavalcade followed by 
infantry in the uniform of their respective lands. 
Amongst these the Chinese are the most singular. . 
Then comes the hceuf gras, an immense ojt, faifened 
to almost the size of an elephant, led by three butchers. 
Two of them are dressed as Eomans, crowned with 
laurel, and bear glittering axes. Ttie third is costumed 
as an Indian chief. All three of them look as though 
they had Buccessfally tried upon themaelves the ex- 
periment to which their contented-looking victim is 
indebted for its enormous proportions and present dis- 
tinction. The Iiorns of the ox are gilded and wreathed 
with flowers, and its huge sides caparisoned with a 
golden cloth wrought with fanciful devices. Following 
the ha:iif gras, a car of white and gold is drawn by four ' 
white horses, with wreaths of flowers about their necits, 
and on their backs saddlecloths of silver and gold 
The car is filled with young girls, youths, and lovely 
children in the garb of pagan deities. Old Time, with 
an infant in his arms, drives the horses. As the ear 
passed our door, a rosy Cupid was playfully aiming sil- 
ver arrows at his youthful, half-nude mother, Venus ; 
Apollo was lying at the feet of one of the Muses. Pan 
entertained aaother with his rustic pipe. Vulcan was 
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busily preparing an iron net to entrap the loser of his 
■wife, and Mars was laying liis helmet and shield at the 
feet of Venus. A ricli canopy suspended over the car 
shieUed. the mythological group from sun or I'ain. The 
procession ends with a heterogeneou'* m!i=s of ciii'riages, 
wagons, and mai'ltot carts, all filled with ma^iqiicradcrs, 
dressed actording to their eccentric fancies. The bceuf 
gras pays a visit to the king and certain of the minis- 
ters, and then to the stall of file butcher to whom he 
owes Jiis honors. The stall is hang with tricolured rib- 
hons and i^ol^ers. In front of it the procession halts, 
and Ihe health of the bulcher is dranlc in champagne, 
and responded to with cheers. 

While this ceremony is taking place, a bountiful 
supply of cakes is flung info Ihe streets, and noisy 
urchins scramble for their possession. From early 
morning until late at night the Boulevards and all the 
public streets are thronged with masqueraders, nho de- 
light the crowd wilti ludicrous feats, and sometimes 
enact comic cliaracters with great psprit The domi- 
noes are generailj supplied with bags of flour, from 
which Ihey pelt indiscriminately e\ery passerby; but 
when a carriage graced by ladies stops the way, bon- 
bons and bouquets are showered at the windows. The 
masquerade balls commence at Iwehe o'clock, and, 
though attended by the aristocratic portion of ihe com- 
munity as well as by the middle classes, ihiy are too 
often the scenes of intrigue and boisterous mirtJi, though 
never cf open indecorum. 

During our stay in Paris, Genera! C — ss was the 
residing American minister ; and he and his agreeable 
family were alike popular with tlie French, the English, 
and their own countrymen. Their entertainments were 
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strikingly informal and unostentatious, and therefore all 
the more delighlful. We could not but enjoy the 
tonches of republicanism which were now and then 
infemilngled with aristocratic usages. The attractions 
must ha\e been great elsewhere that ever induced us to 
forego our ambassador'a receptions or balls. 

Through constant mingling in Parisian society, we 
became acquainted with various distiuguished persons, 
whose characters and peculiarities I should take delight 
in sketching ; but I only feel at liberty to mentioa those 
who are in some way connected with my own history. 

My history at this period was simply that of every- 
day fashionable life, and the interchange of civilities 
alone threw us in contact with those who had won fame 
and honors from a fastidious public. 

I saw Rachel in her principal characters, and I retain 
the most vivid recollections of her thrilling impersona- 
tions. There was Bumeihing terrific, something over- 
whelming, in Ihem all. From the moment she came 
upon the stage, I was always under the influence ef a 
spell. Her eyes had the power of a basilisk's upon me, 
and flashed with an intense brightness w hich no basi- 
lisk's could have rivalled. I never expect to see that 
acting equalled — io surpass it, in impassioned force 
ajd grandeur, appears to me impossible. 

Accident made me acquainted with the Ino young 
sisters of Rachel. They were then at school, and were 
teceivmg a liberal education at the expense of their 
elder siofer. They spoke of her with enthusiastic 
afiection, and evidently looked forward to becoming her 
succe-.ors upon the stage — the legitimate inheritors of 
hei genms. 

So many incidents have occurred since our seven 



Hosted bv Google 



124 AUTOBIOGKArilY OF AN ACTRESS. 

montlis' viBil to Paris, that various events of deeper 
interest have nearly obliteraled my first impiessioas of 
the gay metropolis — of its thousand works of art and 
of science, and of its beautiful environ?, Versailles, 
St. Cloud, &c. I do not therefore attempt to imbody 
them in the form of a description. The following ex- 
tract from a letter addressed to a younger sister, during 
the early part of our sojourn in Paris, may not he with- 
out intei-est to youtliful readers : — 

"What surprises me most in Paris is, that, with its 
innumerable luxuries, it lacks the air of comfort uhich 
characterizes England. It is difficult to get accustomed 
lo llio atmosphere of incomistency which ptrvades 
every tiling. "Wealth and poverty, mirtSi and misery, 
seem to walk hand in hand. Paris reminds me of a. 
fine woman magtiifleently attired, with soiled gloves, 
rent stockings, and worn-out shoes. There is always a 
striking incongruity ia the accessories of Parisian mag- 
nificence. 

" Napoleon, more than any other monarch, adorned 
and enriched this city. He planned and executed — 
finished what had beea begun, and altered what was 
badly done. He did not confine himself to the erection 
of public buildings, to making roads and raising monu- 
ments, but he cultivated the arts and sciences, and fos- 
tered the genius of his countrymen. The faciiiiies for 
acquiring knowledge and receiving a thorough educa- 
tion can nowiiere be greater thaa in this metropolis. 
Public lectures on all subjects are daily dulivei-ed free 
of cost, and liljeral instruction is bestowed on those who 
would devote themselves to the fine arts. Tlie Maison 
Eoyale St. Denis is devoted lo the education of the sis- 
ters, daughters, and nieces of the members of the 
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Legion of Honor -uil hundreds of joung girls j early 
recBH e i <.lasaic tl education at llie expcii « of the gov 
eminent Their disciphne is siid to be porticukrly 
gentle They weai a umfoim of bhck 

' Poveily IS not here consideied to be so nearly i 
cnmo ai it la with us and in England Talent*, edu 
caCion mmneii, e\en personal attractions, ate placed 
befoie nclics Admi'- ion into good societj miy be 
commanded \y\ these, ■nLile iiith us the entrance 13 too 
often purthiaable 

"The eusloms -ind fi Inons T^hich we imitate as P<i 
nsian are not uniiequently mere camituies of those 
that exHt m Fans For instance, it is the present 
mode not to introduce per'iona who meet at parties 01 in 
visiting, but tlie custom is intended to obvi ite the eeie- 
moniou'-ness ot foimal introduction Eveiy one is 
expecttd to talk to his neighbor , and )f mutual \ leia- 
uie IS receded fiom the intercourse an acquaintance is 
formed The same fashion in \ogue with ns renders 
Bocieljco'd and Stiff We abolish intt oductions because 
the Pansmns do SO, but«e only take this flist step in 
our transatlanljc imilulions. Few persons feel at liberty 
to address strangers. Little, contracted circles of friends 
herd in clannish gi-oupa together, and mar the true ob- 
ject of society. As yet, we only follow the fashions ; 
we do not conceive the spirit which dictated them. 

" So in our mode of dressing. Expensive materials, 
worn here only at balls, are imported by American mer- 
chants and pronounced to be ' very fashionable in Paris.' 
They are universally bought by our belles, who, instead 
of wearing them at proper seasons, parade the streets 
in what is meant exclusively for evening costume. 

" Are we not as yet merely a nation of experiment- 
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ers ? Houses are Ijuilt in a few weeks, to full ia a few 
more ; fortunes are made in a diiy, to be lost in another. 
"We are like children working their samplers, who 
make hundreds of mislakea, and destroy their work 
many times before tlioy cau perform it ariglit. 

"You have aiwaya heard and read that the French 
nation were noted for their saavity of manners, gayety 
of heart, and extreme politeness. But since the turbu- 
lent hovleversemenls that have agilated France, and 
especially since the last revolution, this spirit, it is said, 
bas changed. The men, in particular, are not so gay 
Ks they were, because their pursuit is not now so en- 
tirely that of pleasure. They ponder public contin- 
gencies more deeply, and France ia not haf'py. All — 
both men and women — are politicians, and maintdn 
their ground with a firmness which leads to long dis- 
cussions. Both parties become easily excited, and coui-t- 
liness of speech and manner are too often forgotten. 

" The king, Louis Philippe, is not beloved. So fearfnl 
is he of another attempt upon his life, that he ia scarcely 
ever seen in public. Taris' is divided by the Eiver 
Seine. On one side is the palece of the Tuileries, 
where the king resides. On the opposite side dwell iho 
proud scions of the noble families of France. This 
society, called the St. Germain, is much moi'e select, 
find far more difScult of access, than the court itself. 
In the circles of the St. Germain, the old style of ad- 
drsss and ancient ceremonies of the splendid age of 
Louis XIV. ai-e adhered to and revered. 

" It strikes a stranger in Paris that half the city is 
composed of magnificent shops. The private dwellings 
are above them. Every family hires a floor, and this 
manner of living is considered perfectly respectable — 



Hosted bv Google 



even fasliionable. I was amused with the fanciful 
titles given to tliese magazines — such as Avx Pauvres 
IHahlei, A la Bahyeuse, A la Pensie, A la jeune 
Anglaise, &c, 

" Les Passages, with whit-Ji the city ahounds, are the 
most pleasant places where one can shop on foot. The 
houses are built over long arches, beneath which runs 
a sheltered promenade, lined on both side^ with Sow- 
tiques. These promenades ai* called passages. They 
are more or less splendid, according to tlie quarter of 
(he city in which they arc sjtuaied. 

" Of nil the beautiful squares with which the city ia 
adorned, the first and most magnificent is the Place de 
la Concwxie, or Place Louis Quinze, as it ia generally 
called. Many terrible catastrophes have rendered this 
spot famous; amongst thcrn the execution of Louis 
XVL, and hundreds of other unfortunates known 
to fame ajid history. From every side of this [ilaoe 
there is a charming view. Standing iu the centre, you 
behold two majestic buildings, with an arcade walk 
running ia front of them, formed of Coi'inthian columns ; 
and in the distance appears the chaste and lovely Church 
of la Madeleine. To the east are tlie Champs Elys^es, 
and between the noble avenues of trees rises tlie tri- 
umphal arch of Napoleon, called L'Arc de Triomplie 
de i'Efoile. On the west ia the garden of the Tui- 
leries, and on the south may he seen the Chamber of 
Deputies ; also a line of costly edifices running along 
the banks of the Seine, and, peering above them, the 
dome of the lavalides. In the centre of the square is 
the obelisk of Luxor, which stood before the temple of 
Thebes, and was introduced by the Prendi government 
from Egypt. It is an immense pyramid-like column, 
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sliglitly broken at the top, and covered with hiero- 
glyphi(». It took eight hundred men three months to 
remove if from its former station. To accomplish this, 
a road to the Nile had to be made, and numbers of 
Arab dwellings, which intercepted ils pafli, or were 
built against its base, had to be levelled to (he ground. 
On either side of Ibis venerable monument are two in- 
genious fountains, not quite completed. The square ia 
filled with statues, and in the evening brilliantly illu- 
minated by a quantity of gilded lamps raised on fluted 
columns of glittei'ing fretwork. 

"The Place Ye ndomo is another celebrated square, 
in the centre of which shoots up a triumphal pillar, 
erected by Napoleon in honor of his German cam- 
paign of IfiO^. It is built in imitation of Tfajan's Pillar 
at Rome, and is said to lia\ e been formed of the cannon 
taken by Napoleon in battle. On the pedestal are re- 
presented in has relief the victories of Napoleon, and 
on the top stands a statue of the great emperor. A 
winding staircase leads to the terrace above the column, 
which, being one hundred and thirty feet high, com- 
manda a fine view of the city. The ascent is totally 
dark,^nd each visitor carries a lantern, presented lo 
him by oue of Napoleon's veteran soldiers, who guards 
the entrance. 

"The Place du Carrousel is named after a great tour- 
nament held there in the golden age of Louis XIV". 
It was here also that the infernal machine exploded in 
1800. 

"I was particularly charmed with the fountains, 
which are scattered all over Paris, and supply the city 
with wafer. They play at cei-lain hours of the day, 
and the wafer is caught in buckets and barrels, and 
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sold by the poor to tlic rich. The Fonfaane de Leda rep- 
resents Jupiter in the shape of a swan approaching the 
pleased and astonished Leda. The wat«r flows from 
the beak of the swan. The Fountain of Mars repre- 
sents the Goddess of Health holding a draught of waler 
to the hps of a dying soldier, who revives as he drinkg. 
The fountain in the Place du Chatelet is a circular 
basin, from the centre of which springs a palm tree, en- 
circled by statues representing Justice, Strength, Pru- 
dence, and Vigilance. On the shaft of the column are 
inscribed the naraea of Napoleons coi quest The 
water issues from cornucopise, which termmate in 
fkhes' heads. Above are heads representing the 
winds ; in the midst is a globe, supported bj a g Ided 
statue of Victory, I have mentioned tho^e of the foun 
tains which particularly struck me; there are many 
othei-s of equal beauty. 

"I must not pass over ivilhout mention what we 
took delight in passing under a few days ago — the 
Arc de Triomphe de I'Etoile, a vast central arch, 
ninety feet in height, graced by piers on either side sup- 
porting an entablature and attic. Upon a pedestal from 
each of these piers rise groups of allegorical figures. 
On the internal sides of the piers ai-e inscribed the titles 
of victories won by France. The arch is pierced by a 
transversal arch, engraven with the names of great 
warriors. This arch was commenced by Napoleon, and 
finished by Louis Philippe. Within the monnment, a 
staircase in each pier leads to three stories of apart- 
ments, as yet unappropriated to any use. After the 
nuptials of the Emperor with Marie Louise, the arch 
not being completed, an immense model in wood and 
canvas was erected, decorated, and illuminated. The 
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emperor, entering Paris, drove tlirough in trinmpli with 
bis bride. 

" Paris is surrounded by barrieres, to prevent tiie in- 
troduction of contraband goods. Some of tliem are 
very splendid edifices, resembling in form tlie Arc de 
I'Etoile — also called Barriere de I'Etoile. But these 
will starcely mterest yon, 

" The garden of tbe Tuileries, with ils vast gi'oves, 
its cbarmmg flower gardens, its fountains, its groups of 
statues lining every ualk, you must often bave heard 
described. I mil but mention the classic groups before 
which we most fiequently pause. One is composed of 
the chaste Lucrelia, supported by her horror-stricten 
husband. Her young children are clinging (o her robe, 
while she, with expiring breath, recounts her wrongs, 
and draws the dagger from her bleeding breast. My 
other favorite is Atnlanta flying befoi-e Hippomenes — 
he flings the golden ^fts of Venus at her feet to retard 
lier flight, and wins the goal and the coy nymph for 
his own. 

"■With the Champs Elys^es I was somewhat disap- 
pointed. To be sure, there are vast avenues of noble 
trees, which form pleasant and sheltered promenades ; 
hut the old women with their cake and apple stands, 
and the old men with one arm (supposed to be ampu- 
tated) hidden in their coats, and a large black patch 
over one eye, and the numerous little terrestrial-look- 
ing cafes, remind one that this Elysium is but of the 

" The Bois de Boulogne, the famous rendezvous for 
duellists, is a large forest, always gay with splendid 
equipages and richly-dressed promenaders, and is the 
most fasionable drive in Paris." 
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In apite of the gay life wliicli we led in (he French 
metropoHs, my habits of study were not wholly aban- 
doned. An Italian teacher paid me visits every morn- 
ing, and the prerioiis night's dissipations never pre- 
vented my taking a lesson before breakfast. Nor did I 
cease to find pleasure in writing. I commenced a little 
drama in six.acis, (the peculiarities of the plot made five, 
as I thought, an impossible number,) designed for pri- 
vate representation. We were to give a fHe on our 
i-etum to America, and the play was to be enacted at 
Melrose by my sisters and myself. It was written in 
blank verse, (or, at least, what I imagined to be blank 
verse,) the scenery was painted by Parisian artists 
under my direction, and some of the principal dresses, 
which were exceedingly rich, were made by Parisian 
costumers. The play was entillcd Gulzara, or the Per- 
sian Slave. It was nearly completed when we left 
Paris. 

At Havre we took passage in the ship Ville de Lyons, 
under the command of Captain Stoddarl, and sailed for 
America, 
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OuE sojourn in a foreign land had not rendered 
America less dear. Our own home never looked to me 
more beautiful than when, as I leaned from the carriage 
window, I beheld it through the long avenue of irees, 
after our fifteen months' absence. I pass over the joy- 
ous greetings of kindred and friends, and come to the 
fele which waa to celebrate our return. The play was 
rapidly completed ; but I had bad some formidable diffi- 
culties to overcome in its construction. We objected to 
admit gentlemen into our corps dramaUqiie, — to say 
tte least, their presence was an inconvmimee, — yet 
our youthful company wished to avoid assuming male 
attire. I must write them a play without heroes. To 
Buit these caprices I invented a plot, the scene of which 
was laid within the walls of a harem. Sultan Suliman, 
tlie hero, is absent in the wars, and though he in reality 
plays an important part in the drama, and is kept con- 
stantly in the minds of the audience, he never appears. 
His newly-purchased slave Gulzara is the heroine. 
The otJier characters are his daughter Zulieka, 
Fatima, her companion, Katinta, an attendant, and 

(132) 
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Ayesha, ike villain of the piece, who has received a 
great wrong at the hands of the sultan, and, during 
his absence, seelcs revenge. The only male character 
is that of the sultan's son Amurath, a boy ten years 
old. This character was written for little Julia, and I 
expended aU the ability I possessed in making the part 
one that would afford amjle scope for the V play of her 
brilliant talents It was a part n vh ch he could 
fairly compete v (h Gulz^ a ( vl II enacted ) and, 
as'the sequel proved could heir ay the palm 

To facilitate rel earsal o r h le corps d maiique 
were invited to t^he p their res de ce vi th m for a 
montli previous to the representat on of the plaj Many 
an amusing incdent broke in [o ou prep'irations. 
During the rehearsal of ertam eene ne re inva- 
riably interrup ed by d len fits of UUoh er from the 
actors, and I co Ud ne er get them t! rou I o I er accnes 
(one in particular) w tl out allow g them to p u e and 
w p a d ih not stage (eaj b t ge u ne out- 

b f g 1 1 f Ing 

S m n mu cally and fami ng grac f lly we at 
fi t p n un d ni ble accompl hment — heights 
of h t n X I! e not to be rea 1 ed To avoid 
ala m tl t f he fan Ij ve p ic 1 tl ese por- 

tions of our art n an oil barn at a d an e t om the 
house. Each o e n turn no Id g e i lo loud 
shriek, and the cle rest ound vas to be n ^i ed by the 
character who hal to screim Tl e the ta n n^, must 
be practised. We could foil pon beds of hay, but 
dared not trust ourael es to s k nto eaol o her s arms, 
for fear of a fiaJl indeed. Amid shouts of laughter, we 
were one day making experiments in the most effective 
manner of becoming inseasible, when an unexpected 
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peal of merriment, mingling with ours, souniled above 
our beads ! We looked up and beheld in the haylofts 
an assemblage of laborers, who had been enjoying un- 
perceiTed our dramatic exercises, and could no longer 
restrain their mirth. With one accord our whole party 
took flight, and were seen in the barn no more. 

It was my desire that the fete should be given upon 
our father's birthday ; but as Flalbush was four milea 
from N^ew York, we were obliged to wait for moonligiit 
nights, that our guests might not have a country di'ive 
in the dark. 

Our Parisian scenery worked admirably. It was 
changed for each act. The most critical observer could 
hardly have found fault with the miniature theatre. 
We had all the appurtenances of the stage, even lo 
footlights, and the regulations I instituted were toleralily 
systematic. I seemed to possess some intuitive knowl- 
edge of the mysteries of stage management. Tlie night 
before that on which the play was to take place we had 
a dress rehearsal, and every one was, in stage parlance, 
" dead-letter perfect " in her part. 

The fele day came. With the assistance of my 
young dramatic company, the house was profusely 
decorated with garlands of flowers. Bowers were 
formed out of forest trees cut down for the purpose, 
and vases, placed in every possible and impossible niche 
or corner, were filled with the plunder of the green- 
house and garden. Numerous friends contributed 
largely to this floral exhibition. When we commenced 
our labors in the morning, several tables were literally 
heaped with mountains of flowers. At night the avenue 
of trees leading to the house was brilliantly illuminated, 
and the moon we had politely waited for, in return. 
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courteously lent us lier light Tlie guests s 
an early hour, and were received by their host. The 
hostess was busied Iransformiiig herself inlo a Persian 
slaye, and adorning Ihe other inhabitants of the se- 
raglio. 

At the hour designated in the programme, which had 
been enclosed in every iuTilation, an overture was 
played by a full band of music stationed in the hall. 
(We iiad to alter Ihe usual locality of the orchestra.) 
The curtain ros p n a 1 n her in the barem, where 
sat Zuiieka, emb d d Fatima at her feet. I6 

seemed to me fl mm 1 gh probably it was not 

more than one b fo Z Heka (my sister May) 

could gain cour g to u h first words of her part. 

When at last si [ k was in a low and trembling 
voice, scarcely audible. I held my breath until the 
Bound fell on my ears, and drew it again with a sensa- 
tion of inexpressible relief as her self-possession gi-adu- 
ally returned. There was no laughing as at our 
rehearsals ; and, when the actors persisted in crying, 
the audience kindly kept them company, and I did not 
chide as on former occasions. Every one played be- 
yond my expectations, but the gem of the evening was 
the exquisite performance of little Julia as the sultan's 
son Amurath, Almost every sentence she uttered 
drew down genuine bursts of applause ; and with the 
skill of a thorough artist, she made us laugh or weep at 
will while she retained her own composure. I exerted 
myself to the utmost in scenes where we played together, 
but my judgment told me that Amurath threw Gulzara 
into the shade. 

As I stood upon the stage, the audience were so near 
us that I could see my father's iioble form, his majestic 
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forehead, and snow-white hair. I could see his eyes fixed 
intently upon his children, in turn, and more than once my 
heart beat high as I saw hun smile and bow wifh a flat- 
tered expression &s some of our guests leaned forwai-d to 
whisper then- comments jn his eiis "R heiie^ er Julia 
•ipoke hi hce I ghtLd up ^Mth nn evpession ot almost 
rapture ■^nd when 1 hid imp-issioBcl lines lo deliver, 
he would „aze it me thoij^htfully dunking ]ii each 
word as thoigh he were weighing my powei against 

The J by la tLd about two hours and a halt, and then 
cime to a happy teimination No union ird accident 
maried the smuothnesa of the lepresentition The 
scenery was rapidly removed, the theitre converted 
into a reception room, the ball room thiown open, and, 
in less than halt an hour fiora the time nhcn the cur- 
tain fell, the occupinls of bultan Sulimaiia seraglio 
were mcirily thieahng the dance, without a trace of 
their late soriows ii ible upon their coimtenancea. 

The play was afterw-u^s published m the New 
"Woild Several ^eij comphmentaiy cntitjama ap- 
peared, but aa they were written by parties present at 
the performance, I must attribute them to the couleur-de- 
rose medium through which friendship is apt to look. 
There was one, however, written by the editor of the 
New 'World, which I quote as the most gratifying to me 
at the time, inasmuch as tlie writer was unacc[uainted 
with me, and, as I flattered myself, could have no bias 
inconsistent with critical impai'liality : — 

" The drama of Gulzara, or the Persian Slave, was 
■written by a young lady lovely and accomplished. 
There is a unity and simplicity in its design and execu- 
tion which cannot feil to give sincere pleasure. It is 
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pervaded by rare and delicate thonght; many passages 
are strikingly beautiful ; and tlie impartial critic will 
think, with us, ihv.t the drama would do credit (o a much 
more experienced writer." 

The hall I have just described was the last ever 
given at Melrose. The glorious sunset that closed on 
the days of oiir happiness ushered in but storms with 
the moiTow. 

From the lime of our return to America, Mr. 
Mowalt was forced to abandon his profession, on ac- 
count of the affection in his eyes. He could neither 
use them to read nor to write except for a few minutes 
at a tirae. He always had a fondness for speculations 
in land, stocks, &c., which, in tlie absence of other em- 
ployment, grew into a fatal passion. He made great 
ventures, sometimes reaping lai^e profits, sometimes 
meeting with heavy losses. Of these speculations I at 
first knew little or nothing, but I could not help noticing 
the fitfiil changes that came over his mental horizon. 

At times he suffered from deep depression not natural 
to his temperament, while at other times he was elated 
to a degree tliat equally astonished me. In one of 
those crises which convulse the whole mercantile world, 
(I use the language which I heard him use to Mary 
Howitt,} he was utterly ruined. Almost the whole of 
his fortune was swept away in a few days. At first he 
concealed from me the serious nature of his losses, and 
it was long before I divined their extent. But our ex- 
penses must be retrenched — our mode of living altered 
— our country home, to which I was so devotedly 
attached, must be sold ! 

This intelligence was communicated to me in the most 
gentle manner. As soon as I could recover from the 
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first bewilderiog shock, my earnest question to Mr. 
Mowatt was, " Is there no possible means of saving this 
house ? " 

" None that I can imagine," was his dejected answer. 

" How long may we remain here ? " 

" A month perhaps — certainly not lunger," 

" And where shall we go ? " 

" Heaven knows !" 

1 had never before heard the sound of despair in his 
tones. 

Misfortune sprinkles ashes on the head of (lie man, 
but falls like dew upon the heart of the woman, and 
brings forth germs of strength of which she herself had 



That afternoon I walked alone for a long time in the 
lovely ai'bor that had been erected for my pleasure. It 
was a magnificent day in autumn. The grapes were 
hanging in luxuriant purple clusters above my head. 
The setting sun could scarcely penetrate their leafy 
canopy of darkest, richest green. They seemed to 
typify abundance, peace, prosperity ! Eve's '■ Must 
I leave thee, paradise ? " found its echo in my innermost 
heart. I sat down in my favorite summer house, and 
strange thoughts came into my head. At tirst they 
were vague and wild, but out of the chaos gradually 
grew distinctness and order. I thought of my eldest sister 
Charlotte. Her gift was for miniature painting. When 
the rude storms of adversity had shipwrecked her hus- 
band, she had braved the opposition of her friends, of 
the world, and converted what had been a mere accom- 
plishment into the means of support for herself and her 
children. In the Academy of Drawing at Paris she had 
been awarded a high prize amid hundreds of native 



Hosted bv Google 



MDSJNGS IK THE AKIiOR. 139 

competitors, although her name was unknown. Toiling 
ever, but ever with a cheerful spirit, she had gone on 
her pilgrimage rejoicing — overcoming trials with pa- 
tient endurance, and reaping a priceless reward in the 
midst of many struggles. 

"Were Hiere no gracious gifts within my nature? 
Had I no taients I could use ? Had a hfe made up of 
delightful associations and poetic enjoyments unfitted 
me for exertion? No— there was something strong 
witliin me that cried out, It had not! What, then, 
could I do to preserve our home ? I had talents for 
acting — I could go upon the slage ; but that thought 
only entered my mind to be instantly rejected. The 
idea of becoming a professional actress was revolt- 
ing. 

The elder Vandenhoff had just given a successful 
course of readings in New York. 1 had been present 
on several evenings. His haU was crowded, and hia 
audiences were highly gratified. I could give public 
readings. I had often read before large assemblages of 
friends — that required not a littie corn-age. "With a 
high object in view, I should gain enough additional 
courage to read before strangers. Ti-ue, I could not 
judge what actual powers I possessed, what amount of 
talent; but the praises to which I had listened could not 
all be mere flattery. I would not allow my thoughts to 
dwell for a moment on the possibility of fiiihire. While 
1 still sat in the little summer house, a bold resolution 
was suddenly formed. I reflected that 

Enjoins, while firm resolves await 

On wishes juet and wise, 

That strenuooa action fonow both." 
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I would read in public. I Imd long enough been the 
child of indulgence, ease, and pleasure. I would 



It was almost dark when my dreamings ended, and I 
returned to the house. 

There were deep shadows upon the faces of Mr. 
Mowatt and my sisler May, (who was still the beloved 
companion of our Lome,) as we three sat down to the 
tea t^ble ; but 1 was more than usually merry, and now 
and then succeeded in calling a smile to the lips of one 
or the other. Several times Mr. Mowatt lool;ed at me 
in astonishment. It was for my sake far more tlian for 
his owji that he lamented his reverses. lie feared pri- 
vations for me — not for himself. He valued his wealth 
because it had ministered to my comforts, surrounded 
me with luxuries, and fostered my tastes. His own en- 
joyments were of a simple nature. I answered his 
wondering glances witJi mysterious looks, and waited 
impatiently until my young sister retired. Then I told 
him of my musings in the arbor — of my hopes — of 
my convictions — of — could I but gain his consent — 
my fixed determination 1 Ilis surprise was at first too 
gi-eat for him to offer any opposition. 1 made good use 
of this vantage ground gained, and overwhelmed him 
with arguments, until my conlident spirit had so 
thoroughly infused itself into his,- that he suggested but 
one objection — the delicacy of my health. I combated 
that by deokring, and with truth, that I felt an inner 
strength hitiierto unknown. I was sure that strengtlt 
would sustain me under all emergencies. 

Midniglit found us stiil discussing my new project; 
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but before I rosp to retire, I had gained his consenf. 
My slumbers were as peaceful that night as at the close 
of the calmest and happiest of the many happy days 
that liad seen me sink to repose beneath that beloved 
roof. 

Once determined upon my course, I lust no time in 
carrying my intentions into execution. The very next 
morning I made selections from favorite poets, — many 
of them the same that I had lieard Vandenhoff read, — 
and commenced strengthening my voice by reading 
aloud for a couple of hours each day in the open air. 
I allowed myself one fortnight to make all necessary 
preparations for my new and liazardosis career, 

I shrank fi-om appearing in New Tork in the midst 
of my own extensive circle of relatives and friends. I 
did not desire the support which they might have 
yielded through personal sympathy. My powers could 
only be justly tested among stmngers. Boston had 
been pronounced the most intellectual cily of the Union 
— the Ameiican Athens. There is always more le- 
niency towards the efforls of a novice where there is true 
taste. I would make my first appearance in Boston. 
A literary friend, to whom Mr. Mowatt confided our 
intentions, furnished us with valuable letters of intro- 
duction. Their influence, ivhile it could not insure my 
success, would command for me a favorable hearing. 

Every day I practised my voice, reciting aloud for 
hours in the vine-covered arbor, where I had cast aside 
the dark mantle of despair, and put on the life-giving 
robes of liope. I was greatly encouraged to find bow 
rapidly eveiy tone was strengthened, with whtit increas- 
ing enthusiasm 1 read, and bow a confidence in my own 
success sprang up at these auguries. 
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■ It wsis a mo^t trying duty to make my intended 
debiit known to my family. My sister May was, of 
course, the fii.=t in whom I eonflded. She was of a 
gentle and timid nature, and shrank in. alarm fiom the 
proposed public step. She could not discuso it luthout 
tears and violent emotion. 

"Tou cannot go through wiili it — I am sure you 
cannot ! "_ were her weeping enclamationa. 

" We none know what we can do until we are tried," 
was the truism with which I answered her objection. 

" What will our friends say of you if you make a 
public appearance?" she ui^ed. 

" What will our friends do for us ia case I do not ? 
Will they preserve to us this sweet home ? Will they 
support lis ? Will they even sympathize with our ad- 
Tersity ? " 

" But you will lose your position in society." 

" If I fail, probably I shal) ; but I do not intend to 
fail. And what is that position in society worth when 
we are no longer able to feast' and entertain ? How 
many of those whom we feasted and entertained at our 
last bail will seek us out when we live in poverty and 
obscurity ? " 

" If you would only look at all the obstacles 1 " 

"No, I am looking above and beyond them, and I 
only see duty in their place." 

Toung as my sister was, she saw the force of my 
ailments, and sorrowed in silence. 

The sight of her anguish affected me so much that I 
liad not courage to seek my father and make the aeees- 
sary communication to hira. His opposition, should he 
oppose my wishes, would inevitably paralyze my 
strength. I wrote to hira, and entreated that he would 
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not diehearten me — not throw a clog upon my efforts 
by his disapproval. This letter was not to be delivered 
until the day when we started for Boston. 

That day soon came. About an hour before the 
time when it was necessary for us to leave, I went into 
my sister's room, and found her greatly agitated. 
" Come, May, let us bid good by to the dear, old place, 
and pray that we may soon return and be as happy as 

She put her arras about me, and we walked into the 
garden. For the last time we gathered (lowers from 
our favorite plants — plants many of wliich we had 
ourselves put in earth and helped to fend. From the 
ganien we went to the greenhouse. Near tlie door waa 
a heliotrope, some two feet high, whicli had grown from 
a sprig that had been taken by Mr. Mowatt from my 
hair. It was covered with deliciously-fragi-ant blossoms, 
and from them we added to our bouquets. Then we 
walked through the arbor to the summer house, and sat 
there for a few sweet minutes ; then sti-olled to the 
orchards beyond, into the lane that ran by the grounds. 
Then we went to tlie stables and caressed our ponies, 
especially Queen Mab, and bade farewell lo our dogs 
and our many pets. Through every room of the house 
we passed, and with lingering looks of love we bade 
each adieu. My sister was weeping, but I could not 
shed a tear. 1 had been full of hope until this moment 
but now a solemn sensation came over me and whispered 
this farewell was our last — for I should never enter 
that house again as its mistress ! I never did. 

"We were standing in the old-fashioned room where 
our little play had been performed, and talking over the 
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jileasurea of that evpntful night, when the carriage 
came to t!ie door. Hurriedly we took our seats. 

" Take care of the flowers," was the parting injunc- 
tion to our faithful French gardener, who, with a sad 
face, stood waiting to hid ua adieu. " Que le hou, Die%i 
vous benisse ! " was his fervent reply, and the carnage 
drove rapidly away, 

IVe left my sister, with the letter she had to deliver, 
at our father's door ; and, without waiting to see any 
of the family, drove to the boat which starled for 
Boston. 
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pAUc. — Sntsaiions. — A Jirst Susceac. — Seeond and third Sead- 
ing*. — Lenietit Critiea. — Bea^ng in Frovidenee. — The Missing 
Skip. — Reading! t» New York. —■ Falling aaay of old Friends.— 
Beading al Rutger's Institute for Youitg Ladies. — Readings at 
Soeietg Library, — lUims. — Article in Ladies' Companion. — 
Mrs. Osgood's Poem. — Imitators. — Offer of Park Theatre.— 
Letter from Professor Howe. 

As I look back, I can scarcely believe it possible that 
in Boston, wliere now I am bound by bo many close, 
strong lies of friendship, I had then but (me acquaint- 
ance — an acquaintance casually formed in tlie ball 

rooms of Paris. Mrs, B s califd upon me as soon 

as my arrival in Boston ivas published. I had known 
her merely as a woman of fashion, chasing the butterfly 
pleasure, even as I was doing, in Parisian salons. But 
now that I had a more earnest, a higher pursuit, — 

"All 
Het falser self slipped from het like a robe," — 

and she came to me in her true guise. It was the 
woman of soul that greeted me, i'ull of tender sympa- 
thies and eager interest — lamenting our misfortunes, 
and ready to act the part of a devoted friend. She en- 
couraged me in my undertaking — enlisted in my behalf 
lie good wishes of her large circle of acquaintances — 
10 (!«) 



Hosted bv Google 



146 AUIOBlOGK.i-PHV or AN ACTKESS. 

brought a number of them to introduce Ui me — and 
exerted herself to the utmo t to insure a crowdtd audi- 
ence to mj lirst reading &he herself took one Imndi-ed 
tickets I was efrengthened and cheered liy her untir- 
ing kmdness hei heaitj enthusiasm gave me new faiiii 
in mj oim success Bejond price, at that i 
was smh T, fnend , and the mipetus which she { 
mj tirst efforts had their effect upon mj whole cj 

Oui letters of introduct on brought ua 
cation nithmany delightful and some distinguished per- 
sons Their interest in my novel undertaking was easily 
awakened, and their inspiring influence hemmed mc 
around until I seemed to stand within a magic circle, 
guarded, la by a chaim from all inharmonious esist- 
encea The iiiendshipa formed at that period have been 
amon^ the mDat enduiing and most valued of my life. 

We had only spent a couple of days in Boston when 
all tlie in-angemcnfs for my first appeai-ance were satis- 
factonly completed I «as to read at the Masonic 
Temple for three successive nights. The evening of 
my debut n as announced, and courteous editoriiil 
notice*, bespeaking a fair hearing, appeared in .ill the 
pnocipal papers 

The diy befoie thit on which I was to make my 
debut I \i5ited tlie ttmple, and with a tlirobbing heait 
ascended the lostrum which I was to occupy during the 
reading I tried mj \ oice, to leara whether it Lad 
compaaa enough to fill the cpacious hall. Mr. Mowatt 
and m oil dooikptper (who treated me in tlie most 
paternal and encoui iging manner) were my only 
auditoi^ Yet it was nith difficulty that I could speak 
in so singular a situation The words carae gaspingly 
forth, and I seemed to have lost all variety of intona- 
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tion, I grew sick at lieart. If my courage evaporated 
before aa imaginary audience, iiow could I hope for 
presence of mind to carry me through the duties I had 
hnposed upon myself when I stood in the presence of an 
actual crowd ? I made effort after effort to recite, but 
my Toice was choked — I eould scarcely utter a word. 
I sat down upon the steps of the rostrum, overwhelmed 
with doubts and fears, which rushed like freshets over 
my heart, and swept away all its bright fabrics. I could 
not weep, — I was too miserable for tears, — and I 
could not listen to consolation. 

" You're only a bit nervous," said the old doorkeeper, 
comfoi-tingly ; "youTl get over that. I've seen great 
speakers look just as pale and frightened as you do now 
when they got on this stand here — but they soon 
warmed up ; and tliere's nothing to be afraid of." 

Still I would not be consoled. I could only remember 
that, if I failed, disgrace was added to our other ruin. 
The monster. Self-mistrust, had entered my mind, and 
was rapidly rooting up all its new and giant growths. 

We returned to the hotel. Cards, kind notes, and 
bouquets were awaiting me. One note was from Judge 
Story, written in the most encouraging strain ; another 
from the poet Longfellow, apologizing for not calling, 
on the plea of illness. I was dispiritedly putting them 
aside when a letter was handed me. It was from my 
fatlier. I had scarcely courage to break the seal. If 
his disapprobation were added to my present dejection, 
my failure was certain. The first words reassured me 
— my father had pondered well upon the course I pro- 
posed to pursue, and he gave my efforts not merely his 
sanction, but his heartiest approval. lie bade me never 
lose sight of the motive I had in view ; and, with its 
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help, my talents (as he was pleased to call tiiem) would 
enable me to achieve a triumph. He gave me his own 
blesHiiig, and assured me thai, as far as I was actuated by 
a sense of duty, I should win the blessing of Heaven also. 
An indomitable energy and perseverance had char- 
acterized all the actions of my father's life., I inherited 
these traits from him, and with them a faculty for happi- 
ness that struck out the slender vein of gold in the dros- 
siest earth of circumslance. As I read his letter, my 
whole nature was quickened by an influx, as it were, 
from his strong, never-weai-y, and ever-buoyant spirit 
All my hopes returned, and from that moment my 
'courage never wavered. 

The sun shone brightly upon the rooming of my 
debut. The heavens seemed to smile benignantly upon 
my undertaking. That notiiing might disturb my com- 
posure, I refused to receive visitors, and passed the day 
quietly in my own chamber. 

Evening found me calm and strong of heart. I en- 
tered the carriage that bore me to the temple, not 
more agitated to outward appearance than if I had been 
hastening to a ball. 

I had resisted all entreaties to wear any rich attire, 
and was dressed in simple whit« muslin, a white rM6 
in my bosom, and another in my hair. I wore no oma- 

In the retiring room of the temple we found several 
gentlemen, the warmest among our new friends, await- 
ing us. A painful anxiety was depicted in their faces. 
Well might they have wondered at the almost stony 
calmness of mine. They told me that the temple was 
crowded with one of the most fashionable audiences ever 
assembled within its walls. They entreated me to re- 
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tain my self-possession, and poured into my ears words 
of sympatliy and encouragement, whiuh, in the abstrac- 
tion of that moment, I scarcely heard. 

They remained with us until the clock struck half 
past seven, the hour at which I was announced to ap- 
pear. " Do not keep the audience waiting. Eostonians 

dislilte nothing more ! " said Mr. F s, as he shook 

my hand, and, accompanied by the other gentlemen, left 
the room to take his seat in the temple. 

Two minutes more, and I was within view of the 
audience. Mr. Mowatt led me to the foot of the ros- 
trum, but I ascended llie steps alone. I remember 
conrtesying slightly, half stunned by the repeated rounds 
of appjau'ie, the blaze of light, the dense crowd of faces 
all turned towards me, I sat down by the table that 
held my books, and mechanically opened the one from 
which I was to read. I rose wilh it in my hand. 
Again came the bursts of applause — the hall swam 
and then grew dark before rae — I could not see the 
book that I held open in my hand — my veins were 
filled with ice — I seemed to myself transformed into a 
statue. Although I still stood, I could not, for a few 
seconds, have been more unconscious in a stale of com- 
plete inanition. 

The opening piece I had selected was the introduc- 
tion to Scott's Lay of the Last MinslJ-el, and the first 
words I had to utter were, — 

" The way was long, the wind was eold." 

I could deliver the line feelingly, indeed, for I was 
shivering violently, and weary and iong seemed the way 
I had just entered. 

At length, in an uncertain voice, I commenced to 
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read. Long before I Iiad half flnislied the j)oem, my 
self-possession returned ■ — a geninl warmth displaced 
tlie icy chill, my voice grew loud and clear, and I found 
it easy to divest myself of all consciousness of the audi- 
eace. 1 began also to become accustomed to the ap- 
plause which at first oppressed and frightened lae. I 
went through the various selections in order, and with- 
out betraying any further emotion. 

"VThcn half the entertainment was over, there was an 
intermission of ten minutes, and I was at liberty to 
withdraw into the retiring room. There I was greeted 
by a host of friends, all loud in their congratulations, 

and a nol« from my faithful ally, Mrs, B s, told me 

of the delight of her party, and assured me of my per- 
fect success. 

"With renewed spirit I reascended the rostrum, and 
read the concluding poems with as much ease as I should 
have done to a select party of friends in my own dmw- 

At the hot 1 a f e.h a serabla^e ■i a te 1 c I as 
overwlelmed h nevcongiaul on a d i ojle 
of a b 11 ant CJreer — a career tl it ould a comjl h 
Jl tl at I Ud m cl at 1 e irt. My deep loy n 
ported n e to the fcrape ! un^ 1 ow r I stoo ! 1 n 

though! ex loam ng Our hooseuei la n 
tress he e st 11 

It a pa t m dn ght 1 eiore our v s to tool the r 
leave and allowed ne to ret re When I as on e 
mor alo e len nj full leart could off r uj its 
gra ful ha k I CO Id ei a„a Wl af om n 
do n t k o V tl e d 1 ou rel ef of t -s — 1 e tcr 
r ble pnvd o hen tl e eyes rema n bu n " i d u 
moistened througl suffer ng and tr al ' Th y ere the 
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first tears I had shed since the day wlieti I was told of 
the complete wreck of our fortunes. The future now 
seemed so bright before me, that, in my ignoi-anee of 
the world, I anticipated no difficulties, no drawbacks, no 
i-ebutfs, I saw but roaes in ihe patliway of life's jour- 
ney. I had yet to learn that sharp-edged flints are scat- 
tered on (he road, to lacerate the feet of those who 
walk not in the trodden ways. 

The next night I read agdn to an equally large and 
enthusiastic audience — and again on the third night to 
die same crowd, and was greeted with the same unmis- 
takable (okena of approval. I was no longer in the 
slightest degree embarrassed. I felt as though I were 
reading to an audience of indulgent friends, who were 
determined to be pleased with my most imperfect efforts. 
So, in fact, they were. A spirit of chivalry towards a 
countrywoman evidently existed among the gentlemen. 
Mr. W . e's characteristic remai'k on the subject was, 
" Tbere is not a man in the temple that wouldn't fight 
for you 1 " 

The critics dealt with me tenderly, as with a spoiled 
child whom Boston had suddenly adopted and was de- 
termined to protect. The papers teemed with notices ; 
but they were eulogiuma, not critiques. By common 
consent, it seemed to be decided that I was to be exempt 
from criticism. 

I was warmly pressed to remwn and give a second 
course of readings ; but I was now anxious to return to 
New York. We look our departure from Boston with 
a promise of speedy return. 

In passing through Providence, I read one night to 
a crowded audience. During the recitation of the Miss- 
ing Ship, written for me by Epes Sargent, and deserip- 
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tive of the loss of the steamship President, a lady 
present was so deeply moved that she was carried from 
the hali in violent hysteries. This poem pi'oved one of 
the most valuable in my repertoire, for it never failed to 
impress an audience. The Light of the Lighthouse, by 
the same author, (which I afierwards frequently read 
in public,) was equally effective in the recitation. I 
made my selections as often aa possible fiom American 
poets. 

From Providence we went to New York, and a 
course of readings for four nights was announced to 
take place at the Stuyvesant Institute. Curiosity drew 
me full audiences ; but I did not feel as though Sym- 
pathy eat side by side with Curiosity, as she had done 
in Boston. I found it more difficult to read impres- 
sively than I had done before my indulgent New Eng- 
land audiences. The sphere seemed different, the 
recipients less impressible. I could not feel the same 
easy abandon — the utter freedom from constraint. I 
had too many personal friends constantly present, and I 
thought too much of what the Mrs, Grundies were 

My father's delight and pride, warjjily and openly ex- 
pressed, compensated me for the sufferings inflicted by 
others — sufferings for which I waa wholly unprepared. 
Some beloved relatives, and some who had been my 
nearest, dearest friends, — friends from my early child- 
hood, who were associated in ray mind with all the 
sweetest, happiest houra of my life, — now turned from 
me. They were shocked at my temerity in appearing 
before the public. They even affected not to believe in 
Mr. Mowatl's total loss of means. They tacitly pi'o- 
Bcribed me from the circle of their acquaintance. When 
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we passed in the street, instead of the outstretched 
hand and loving greeting to whicli I had ever been ac- 
customed, I met the cold eye and averted face that 
shunned recognition. 

I may now revert without bitterness to this sad era in 
iny hfe ; for time, circumsfances, and (to speak the 
whole truth) a succession ef brilliant successes liave 
now reunited the bright and onte broken luiks. All 
those whom I truly prized, in the couree of years, 
allowed their affeetion and kinder judgment to over- 
come worldly prejudices. They gecerously gave me 
back ihe place I once held in their hearts. Nor had I 
the right to complain because 1 was for a season misun- 
derstood. They but followed their convictions, as T 
mine. My love for ih^it had never varied, and 

" If I had angered any among them, my own life was sore ;. 
If I fell Irom tlieii presenue, I dung to theit memory mote; 
Their tender I often felt Loly. their bitter I Bomctimca called 



Under the heavy pressure of mental auffcri 
to the exhaustion produced by unusual e 
health gave way. After fullilling the course at tho 
Stuyvesant Institute, I became seriously ill, and was 
forced to malte several postponements of the time an- 
nounced for my reading before the Rutger's Institute for 
Toung Ladies. When I ivas scarcely convalescent, I 
j-ead there one night. The hall was filled with an 
assembiage of lovely- looking young girls, and their evi- 
dent enjoyment inspired me to read with more energy 
and feeling than I had done since my nights in lioston. 
The effort cost me a relapse of some weeks. Again I 
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rallied, and gare a course of four nigl 
the Society Library. I met ivitli the same success as 
before, but my strength was overtaxed. The continued 
coldness of some of my dearest friends pi-eyed upon my 
mind, and threw me into a state of morbid nervous ex- 
citement. I was attacked with fever and hemori'hages 
of the lungs. For several months I was considered by 

my physician, Dr. C g, in a slate which rendered 

i-ecovery very improbable. 

I Lad not been treated by the New York pi-ess with 
the same courteous leniency as by timt of Boston. 
Some of the leading papere were warm in their enco- 
miums — others contained most just criticisms, point- 
ing out faults of style of which I was myself gradually 
becoming conscious. Others condemned in toto the bold 
and novel step I had taken, ignoring its motive. 

One article appeared in the Ladies' Companion, writ- 
ten by a lady contributor of high literary standing, 
severely denouncing my course, and sui^esting that, if 
public readmgs must be given, I should read before an 
audience entirely of ray own sex ! It was a rather 
comical idea that the gentlemen were to be left at the 
door with tiio canes and umbrellas ; and yet the lady 
who wrote tliis singularly one-sided ai'ticle is a gilled 
and estimable person. 

But if one woman of literary standing wrote thus, 
another of true genius and well-deserved fame poured 
the balm of her poetic spirit into the wound. The 
lamented Mrs. Frances Sargent Osgood, iifier attend- 
ing one of the readings, addressed to me the following 
poem, tbe genuine eipression of Lur truly womanly 
nature : — 
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TO ANNA CORA MO WATT, 



Ne'er heed them, Cora, deM, 
The carping few, who say 

Thou leavest woman's hoUer sphei 
For %ht and Tiiin display. 

'lis false aa thou art true ! 

They need but look on thee. 
But wateh thy young cheek's varj 

Apwer hope to see. 



Who biavod the wide world's li 

I took roy seat amone 

The crowd, in thoughtless glee 
To list ihe gifted potCs song, 

With little heed for t/Ke ! 

But suddenly a sound, 



A being youi^ nnd fair. 

In purest white arrayed, 
■With timid grace tripped down the sfi 

Half eager, half aftaidi 

As on the misty height 
Solt blushes young Aurora, 

She damied upon our dazzled sight. 
Our graceful, modesi Cora ! 



Hosted bv Google 



ATJTOBIOGRAPnY OP AN ACTEESS. 

In glossy ringlets, lichly rnlleii, 
Brow, neck, and bosom slwdod. 

No jewel lit the tress, 

But, tobed as simiily as a child, 

The glon-ing gold and ECms 
Of Fu.Bhiou'a proud attire 
Were nothing to bet clieeka' soft bloom 



Forlli from those pnre blue cy 
As from a starry portal, 

A soul looked out and spoke t 
With beauty more than mor 



Now soft as murmuring dove — 

Now calm in proud disdain — 
Now wild with joyous power — 

Indignant now — as pleasure, pain. 
Or anger rule the hour. 

High in the listener's soul, 
In tune, each passion swells ; 

We weop, we smile, 'neath her contr. 
As 'neath a fairy's spells. 

O, while such power is thine 
To elevate, subdue. 

Nor heed the carping few 1 

And, Cora! falter not. 
Though critics cold may say 

Thou leaiest woman's hoher lot 
For rain and light display. 
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My success j^ave rise to a host of lady imitators, one 
of whom announced " Readings and Recitations in the 
Style of Mrs. Mowatt." I was rather curious to get an 
idea of my own style, and, liad my health permitted, 
would have gone some distance to have seen it illus- 
trated. At one time there were no le?3 than six adver- 
tisements in the papers, of ladies giving readings in 
different parts of the Union, 

My first course of readings in New York was acci- 
dentally iittended by one of the managers of the Park 
Theatre, wlio, through a friend, made me a highly lucra- 
tive proposal if I would appear upon the stage. I well 
remember the indignant reply I gave the gentleman 
ifho communicated to me this offer. The recollection 
of that answer has often rendered me forbearing towards 
those who I have since heard violently denounce the 
stage, and who were as ignorant as I was at that period 
of every thing that related to a theatre. 

Amongst the testimonials of interest which were 
ca.lled forth by my readings, one of those which I most 
highly appreciated was a complimentary letter from 
Professor Hows — perhaps one of the most finished 
elocutionists of the day. My personal acquaintance with 
that gentleman did not commence until a later period. 
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The illness wliieli 
chapter was of long d A 

fulfilling a trust, I can m 

which were produced !1 B 

them with reluctance — 
no reasonable foundati 

Dr. C g, of New Toik, mas called in lo attend 

me. He considered my state dangerous. On the occa- 
sion of his first visit, afVer numerous inquiries in regard 
to my symptoms, he turned to Mr, Moivatt, and said, 
" If she is suscepfible to mesmerism, I think she can be 
relieved more readily than by any medicine that I 
could administer." 

Mr. Mowatt liad not any knowledge of mesmerism, 
nor had I, IVe had never seen a mesmeric subject — 
never heard a case fully described. He strongly ob- 
jected lo my being made the subject of an experiment. 
An argument ensued which I did not hear. It ended 

(158) 
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in Dr. C g's assurance that I might be greatly bene- 
fited by mesmeric treatment, bnt could not be injured. 
Mr. Mowalt finally assented to tbe doclor's proposition, 
I was suffering too mucb to express an opinion, or even 

"When Dr. C g first proposed to mesmerize me, I 

was reclining in an arm cbair. The doctor now placed 
himself in front of me. I remember his making what are 
called " passes " before my eyes. Very soon my head 
grew slightly dizzy — the room seemed fiEed with a dim 
haziness — the objects began to dance and float, and 
tlien to disappear. I recollect nothing further. 

I was afterwards told that in less than twentj' minutes 
I fell inlo a very deep sleep, from which I suddenly 
emerged into a state of somnambulic consciousness. A 
fflmilar deep sleep, I am assured, always subsequently 
preceded my state of mesmeric somnnmbuHsra. It was 
the drawbridge separating tbe waking from the " sleep- 
waking " slate, over which I had inevitably to pass. 
Even when I had become so sensitive to the mesmeric 
influence that I could be put by it into the somnambulic 
state in less than a quarter of a minute, I am toM there 
would be, to outward appearance, an absolute insensi- 
bility and suspension of all consciousness for an inteiTsl 
of several seconds, during which, if standing at the 
time, I would fall to the ground, unless supported. On 
entering the somnambulic state, thus induced by mes- 
merism, I am further informed I would be enth'ely un- 
conscious of the presence of other parties than the 
magnetizer, until they were pitf in communication with 
me by him; and that often I was subjected to much 
pain, and even thrown into convulsive shudderings, by 
being inconsiderately touched by persons nol in commu- 
nication. 



Hosted bv Google 



IGO AUTOUior.iiiriiT oi' an actress. 

It should be stated that, from childhooci, I had been 
occnsionally addicted to natural somnambulisni, and had 
repeatedly been known to walk nnd talk in my sleep. 
It ia said that persons of (his h^bit are e-peeiilly sus- 
ceptible of the mesmiric influence 

In jegaid to mj hnt meBineric tianee, I must ie!y 
fiolelj upon the te'tiraony of others as lo ^ilnt tiaus 
pired during its continu mce I hid, and still ha^e, no 
conscious rpcollection whatever m legaid to its e^.pen 
cnee" I can onJy repeat ^ih-vt I was told bj tho=e 
whose gxid failh and accuracy I cannot distrust 

On being awaktned fiom the slate of feommmbuhsm, 
I felt lery much leheved and refreshed Ihe fever 
from winch I had been sufpLrmg had neaily kft me, 
and my hiad, vhich had ached incessintly fir three 
days, was frc" from pirn I had slept between two and 
three hours. 

Mr, Mowa d d m d h m 

by relating h ta hi 

had made w b k b 

I was the vie TVas p h d 

been, but a few minutes previous, in a sepaiate slate of 
consciousness, during which I had talked, laughed, 
{laughed at my waking self, I was told !) and that, of it 
all, I could not bring away the faintest inkling of remem- 
brance? Yet such, I am forced to believe, was the 
wonderful truth. I could with difficulty be persuaded 
that my trance was not a merely natural sleep, into 
which I bad accidentally fallen. Tlie physical relief 
produced did not strike me as remarkable, as I had been 
unable to sleep before for several days and nights. 

To mesmerism, under Heaven, I must believe I was 
subsequently indebted more than once for relief from a 
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prosfratioti which no other human agency could have 
prevented from ending in dissolution. 

Dr. C g attended me daily, and continued to use 

mesmerism as the most powerful agent in my restora- 
tion, I soon grew impatient at this apparent surrender 
of free will — one of Heaven's choicest gifts to man. I 
was annoyed at being told that I had spoken, done, or 
written things of whicli I had no recollection. Numer- 
ous poems were placed in my hands, which, I was in- 
formed, I had improvised as rapidly as they could bo 
taken down, the subjects having been given haphazard 
by any person present. It was no particular gratifica- 
tion to be assured that I had never produced any 
thing as good before. Nor was it any consolation to bo 
told that in slecp-waking I was far more sensible, more 
interesting, and more amiable than in my ordinary state. 
With womanly pen'erseness, I preferred my e\ery-day 
imperfection to this mysterioaa and incomprehensibly 
brought about superiority. For the former I was at 
least responsible — to the latter I could lay no conscious 

I say conscious claim; though it must he admitted 
that there may be separate states of consa'nvsnesa. 
In the phenomena of this separation, the student of hu- 
man nature may, I believe, find the clew to momentous 
truths. The essential facts in ordinary somnambulism 
will not be denied escept by those an'fully rigorous 
inquirers who will accept nothing which tliey cannot 
weigh, gauge, and handle, and who are quite as likely 
to be deceived as the most credulous, inasmuch as the 
scepticism which admits too little is as liable to mistake 
as the marvellous propensity which admits too much. 
But if pretenders to science will not grant i 
11 



Hosted bv Google 



Iba AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN ACTUESS. 

I 1 m // that a person in 

m I 1 m n y li H i 1 itional conversa- 

t d I f m b f I h 1 11 have no reeol- 

1 h t h k t f Let him again 

pas h t m nib 1 m d lie can recall 

ry li th 1 1 p d n tliat state. 

It Id m f m. h m and undeniable 

ph as f h in consciousness oc- 

I y o ' o'' P' '^ ^' tenia], and com- 

manding a more extensive prospect — a conscionsnesa 
undeveloped in most minds except by flashes, and 
retiring iviliiin itself before the external can distinctly 
realize its presence. 

How shall we account for the thick veil of separation, 
dropped at once hy the cessation of somnambulism 
(whj:, 1 er u 1 pend nt or induced by mesmerism) be- 
tween te o mal and abnormal — the external and 
jnte n 1 con c on ness ? An analogy drawn from iu- 
tox CI o o nSiH yia nut pi ccisely applicable here; 
for under som -t abuli'im one may be as calm and 
rat onal and vi ompletely in poa ession of all his 
fae 1 e as ever i his w^klt g state nay, those lacul- 
ties may be o sde"il"!j quitkened and exalted. And 
yetawa e of tl e n umeiizei a hand will bring fhesub- 
ject back from the higher to the loner every-day con- 
sciousness, wheie all that he has been saying and doing 
in his somnambulic state is in utter blank ! Another 
wave of the hind — or in access of natural somnam- 
bulism, enfirely mdependcnt of mesmerism, — andlo! 
all the knowledge of the foimer state js restored, as if a 
curtain had been lifted 

Townshend mentioni an illu^tiatne instance of the 
wonderful separation of thcfe states in the case of 
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E. A., a French youth, whom he was in the habit of 
mesmerizing. When awake, E. A. entertained infidel 
opinions of the worst kind. "I asked him onee, in his 
waking state," writes Townshend, " what he thought be- 
came of us after death ; and his answer was, ' Dis qu'on 
est morl, on n'est plus rieii du tout.' In sleep-waking 
all this was changed. His ideas of the mind were cor- 
rect, and singularly opposed to the material views 
he took of all questions when in the waking state. 
' Can the soul ever die ? ' I asked. ' Certainly not. It 
is the soul which is the only true existence, and which 
gives existence to all we apprehend.' Under mesmeric 
sleep-waking, all the hard incredulity which character- 
ized E. A. when awake was gone. His wilfulness was 
become submission, his pride humility. Often would 
he regret the enoi's of his waking hours." 

IniUnoes similar to the ibove are numerous. Truly, 
"we are wiier than we know" In the mind of the 
most sfubboin mateinlist there maybe an inner con- 
sciousness giving the he lo his outward unbelief — a 
consciousness which miy be developed in some tre- 
mendous moment, perhaps m "the last of earth," 
to confound and overwhelm him, and to raze, aa 
by a lightning fliih, hi- edifices of intellectual pride and 
pre umption Geoiget, a distinguished French physi- 
cian, and author of several scientific works advocating 
the bioadest malenalism, was converted to a conviction 
of his error hj witnessmg the phenomena of somnam- 
buham Dying he lelt a formal lecantation of his phi- 
losophy, ind his last moment- were brightened by the 
serenest confidence in an hereafter for the soul. 

If ever the "livery of Heaven" was stolen "to 
eerve the devil in," it has been done by Miss Martineau, 



Hosted bv Google 



164 AOTOBlOGEAPer of an ACTRE33. 

and lier ally, Mr. Atkinson, in their late atheistical 
work, in wliich they undertake to make some of the 
facia of mesmerism and somnambulism subservient to 
the cause of blank atheism and unbelief. I can say it 
boldly, that, so far as I have been permitted to biing 
impressions and recollections (which the magnetizer, 
by an act of his wiU, may let m to the waking conscious- 
ness of the somnambule) from my own ample somnambu- 
lic experience, (far ampler and move exlraordiniivy than 
any which Miss Martineau, according to her own show- 
ing, has either experienced herself or witnessed in 
others,) they contradict, most emphatically, not only all 
her atheistical conclusions, but many of the loosely-as- 
somed facts on which these are based. 

There is one passage in her work, which indicates 
such an extent of fatuity, such an ignorance of the 
actual phenomena from which she professes to reason, 
and such an absurd anticipation of great results from 
a cause ridiculously inadequate and inoperative, that 
I must be pardoned for quoting it : " The knowledge," 
she says, "which mesmerism gives of the influence of 
body on body, and consequently of mind on mind, will 
bring ahout a mOTolUy we have not yet dreamed of. 
And who shall disguise his nature and hia acts when 
we cannot be sure at any moment that we are free 
from the clairvoyant eye of some one who is observing 
our actions and most secret thoughts, and our whole 
character and history may he read off at any moment ? " 

Here is a substitute for the omniscient eye-— such 
a substitute, alas I as no healthy mind could ever 
have seriously su^ested, even supposing the capacity 
of human clairvoyance to be what Miss Martineau im- 
agines. Let conscience (she substantially tells us) 
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once rid itself of a belief in God and a future state, 
and it will be kept right by the fancy that tkere may be 
some obscure somnambulist — we will suppose in Ore- 
gon, in Hindostan, or neirer home — perhaps some 
poor, feeble, ht tie woman — who may ha\e the power 
and inlention of scanning our actions and thoughts! 
What ^ substitute hive we here for a belief in a lust 
and beneTOlent God' whit an agency for bunging 
about "a moi'ility we hive not jet dreimed of"! 
Alia ' that any pei-on of intelhgence — above all that 
a noman — should, from her intellectual "pude of 
place,' fall into such a wietched " sluugh of despond" ■ 
as this, and persuade herself that it is a bed of flowei-a ! 

If Miss Mai-tinea« knows any thing accurately of 
clairvoyance, she must know that its recognitions are 
almost always involuntary — flashing and vanishing like 
the lightning. Instances of clairvoyance, originaud and 
sustained at will, are so rare, that I have heard of no 
one case in which any of the numerous offers of money 
for clairvoyant readings of concealed writings has been 
accepted. 

I could mention many instances in which Miss 
Martineau has entirely misapprehended or misstated 
the phenomena of mesmerism, — in which she has 
assumed, from the vaguest and most questionable prem- 
ises, the most momentous and unwarrantable conclu- 
sions, — on a subject, too, involving the peace of mind 
of thousands. But Ihis is not the place for such a dis- 
cussion. In dragging the facts of somnambulism to the 
support of her dismal creed, she has recklessly and mis- 
chievously turned them from their most obvious and 
legitimate service. Give me such evidence of powers 
transcending the mortal senses as they supply, and the 
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■whole tribe of atheists, from Lucretius to Atkinson, can 
no more shake my faith in spiritual things — in a 
heavenly Father and an immortal soul — than they 
can persuade me that heat and ligbt proceed, not from 
the sun of our system, but from the ice at the uorlh 
pole. 

Let me commend to Miss Martineau the following 
true and eloquent passage by one of her own country- 
men, the author of Church and State : " Try to con- 
ceive a man without the ideas of God, eternity, free- 
dom, will, absolute truth ; of the good, the true, the 
beautiful, the infinite. An animal, endowed with a 
memory of appearances and facts, might remain ; but 
the man will have vanished, and you have instead a 
creatui-e more subtle than any beast of the field ; upon 
the belly must it go, and dust must it eat all the days 
of its life!" 

Ah, no! It is not to such a degradation that a 
knowledge of the real facts of somnambulism would 
lead us. They have none of that vapor of the charnel 
house about them which Miss Martineau's imagination 
would impart. They are all of a cheering, elevating, 
and inspiring character. They lift our thoughts ever to 
another and a better life — to heaven, and to anticipa- 
tions 

" Of all that is jiiosttpauteoua, imaged there 
In happier beauty ; mora pellucid atreama, 

And fields invested ivith puipureal gleams ; 
Climes which the sun, thit sheds the brightest day 
Earth knows, is all unworthy to surrey." * 

The question, " whether the soul thinks always," is 
decided by Locke in the negative, on the ground that 
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after-consciousness is the only testimony we can hare 
of the mind's activity ; and that, since ive are by no 
means conscious that wo think always, we ouglit not to. 
assume thatwerfo think always. I helieve, with Towns- 
hend, that in this notion Locke was fundamentally 
wrong ; for, equally with Townshend'a somnambulist, I 
have the testimony of my fellow-beings that the stale 
which, once ended, appeared a blank to me, was, in 
truth, " marked by energy and activity of the highest 

On one point I felt a degree of satisfaction — though, 
perhaps, it was only a proof of my natural obstinacy. 
They told roe that I was what is called an independent 
somnambulist ; and that I could, at any time, defeat tha 
will of the mesmerizer, unless I chose to submit. It 
was also told me that my reasoning faculties were sin- 
gularly developed under somnambulism, and that I often 
maintained opinions at variance with those of the mes- 
merizer and of others with whom I was in communica- 
tion, especially on religious subjects. These opinions 
I could not be forced to relinquish by arguments, or 
even through the exertion of a superior will. 

This brings me to another circumstance of somewhat 
graver inierest. "While I was in a somnambulic state, 
MM f d "tb 1 f h 
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were undergoing a total revolutioo, he encountered in 

the street Dr. W y, an old and esteemed friend. 

The doctor naturally inquired after my heaUh. In 
reply, Mr. Mowatt rehited the singular events of the last 
few days — his own deep impressions and consequent 
change of feelmg. 

" Mrs. Mowatt must have read Swedenborg's works," 
said Dr. W— ^ — y ; " for those are the doctrines Swe- 
denboi-g promulgates." 

Mr. Mowatt replied that this could not be (he case, 
" as aU my reading, since I was fifteen years old, had 
been known to liim." 

He was right. I had never read a line of Sweden- 
borg's writings — I hsiii never heard his doctrines men- 
tioned. 

Dr. "W" y requested Mr. Mowatt to ask me cer- 
tain questions the nest time I was iu a somnambulic 
state, and to let him know the replies. 

1 have of^en heard what these questions were, but 
cannot trust my memory to repeat them with accu- 
racy. 

The questions were asked, and the answers returned 

to Dr. W y. His reply upon hearing them was, 

" Those are the doctrines revealed through Sweden- 
borg." 

"Who ia Swedenborg? What are his doctrines? 
Where shall I find a church in which they are taught ? 
How shall I obtain his writings ? " were Mr. Mowatt's 
eager inquiries. 

Dr. W y was himself an earnest New Church- 
man, and gave the required information. 

The next Sunday Mr. Mowatt went to hear Mr. Bar- 
rett, a New Church minister, preach. My indisposition 
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Btilt confined me to the house. I asked him how he, 
liked the sermon, and what it was about. He answered 
that he hardly knew how he hked it, though he had 
never listened to a sermon with so much interest in his 
life. He should certainly attend the New Church 

The next day he procured several volumes of Swe- 
denborg's works. They were in large, old-fashioned 
print ; but Mr. Mowatt's eyes were still so much afiected 
that he could only read for ten minutes or a quarter of 
an hour at a time. 

I used to feel ti-oubled fo see him, day after day, por- 
ing over these huge volumes at the risk of ruining hia 
eyesight; hut the knowledge for whicli he thirsted 
brought him too much happiness for any remonstrances 
to be heeded. While I remained ill, I felt an indifier- 
ence almost amounting to aversion towards the writings 
of Swedenborg, and invai-iably grew weary when they 
were discussed. As I became stronger, I resumed my 
usual occupation of reading aloud to Mr. Mowatt. He 
did not cai-e to listen to any author but Swedenborgj 
and therefore from Swedenborg's works I read. My 
interest was quickly awakened. I read with avidity ; 
and involuntarily, from an internal conviction, as it 
were, accepted the doctrines. I never had a doubt 
to combat. Sometimes it seemed to me as though I had 
known all that was there revealed — believed it all 
before-^ only I had never deliberately thought on the 
subject. 

"With the full acceptance of Kew Church doctrines 

■' The elieerful fnith, that all whicli we behold 
Is full of blessings." 
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All things ia life wore a different aspect. ] 
that the things which befiill us in time had no true im- 
portaace except as they regarded eternity. "Whiitever 
we received from above was good, whether it came in 
the shape of prosperity or misfortune, for it was but a 
means to fit us for our future states. It became easy 
to perceive that the most trivia! of 
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joioing the Kew Church, by a Member of tlie Episco- 
pal Church ; " and the other, " Points of DJffei-ence be- 
tween the New and Old Church." Tlie latter of these 
was reprinted in London without my sister's knowledge, 
and had an extensive circulation. 

To return to ary mesmeric experiences. " I have 
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seen you," writes a friend, " several hundred limes in 
this somnambulic, state, during a period extending over 
three years. The peculiarities wLieli distinguished it 
were moat remarkable. Tour eyelids, in this state, 
when jou were particularly animated, would be tightly 
closed, and yet there would be a luminous expression 
on your countenince whii-h could hardly Lave been 
equalled with the aid ot jour ojen ejes. Generally 
the eyeiids would hang loooe and slightly open ; and 
then It could be seen that the balls were always so 
rolled up that they could not be ■% medium of vision. 
During the months and years thit I b\w you almost 
daily m tins st'»te, I could never dLlei t the waking 
expression on jour face Whatever might occur to 
startle or surpri e, never by iiij iitident were the 
eyes thiown open as they would ha\e been when 
awake 

" It was remarked by all that youi \ oiee was muoli 
more sofl and childlilte than usual. Indeed, your whole 
manner would be changed, as if you had become once 
more as a little child. Tou would always allude to your 
waking self, or material body, in the third person, as 
she. For instance, you would say, ' She isn't hungry ; ' 
never, by any inadvertence, ' I am not hungry.' It 
was rather unpleasant to you to be confounded with 
your physical pei-son. It was sometimes a little em- 
barrassing to others to keep your identities distinct, and 
they would often confound the two in conversation. 
But the distinction would be never lost for a moment by 
yourself. To you, the existence of spiritual body, dis- 
tinct from the natural, seemed a consciousness as vivid 
as that whicli assures us that we breathe and move. 
The words of St. Paul, ' There is a natural body, and 
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there is a spiritual body,' were to j-ou somctliing more 
tlian a figure of speecli — iLey were a literal truth, not 
to be explained away or darkened by any ingenuity of 
commentalors or dogmatism of theologians. 

"Tour household duties and accustomed functions 
would be discharged by you in the somnambulic state 
with perfect convenience, and with a promptitude quite 
exempliiry. You would frequently take your meals in 
this state ; and, if your magnetizev were present, you 
would manifest the phenomenon of sympathy of taste 
in a marked and satisfactory snanner — telling whether 
he were taking salt or vinegai', pepper or muslard, &&, 
■when be might be behind a screen. At night, before 
the lamps were lighted, you would have a decided ad- 
vantage over all others in the room in your ability to 
read, write, or work, while the rest of us might not be 
able to see our hands before us. I have sevei'al speci- 
mens of your somnambulic handiwork, in the form of 
moss and flowers arranged most tastefully on paper, and 
the whole executed in my presence «hde it was totally 
dark. I have alio letlers which were penned by you 
in utter darkness ; and, strange to say, the handwriting 
is greatly superior to your usual careless chirography, 
and would not be supposed lo be from the same hand. 

" Your conversation was more marked by fluency and 
confidence (especially on religious subjects) than in 
your ordinary slate. But as I looked mainly to the 
palpable phenomena of your case, I took little note of 
your opinions. Still I was not insensible to the psychical 
phenomena continually presented. They were too 
numerous to recount in this rapid summary. ' The 
merest trifles,' says a philosopher of our day, ' are in- 
teresting that suggest to us an action in man independ- 
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eiit of his present organisation. Now, mesmerism 
teems with more than slight indications of this : and we 
should treasure up such gliramerings of futurity — ■ 
however faint, and however presentud to «s — as in- 
estimable proofe that we pa=sess a germ of being which 
God permits us to behold partially unfolded here, in 
order (o confirm our faith as to its fuller development 
hereafter.' Most thoroughly do I acquiesce in this sen- 
timent, and Diost cogently have my experiences in 3-our 
case commended it to my acceptjince. 

" Frequently, after you had been wakened from a 
long magnetic trance, during which a variety of incidents 
may have occurred, and many topics may liave been 
discussed, I have (with the consent of your magaetizei", 
and seconded by his will) brought up, one by one, by 
the silent agency of my will, to your waking conscious- 
ness, any incident or topic which might suggest itself. 
This I would do simply by touching your forehead with 
ray forefinger, thinking the while intently on the image 
to be awakened in your mind. The response would be 
as perfect and accurate as that from the keys of a piano. 
F an out of a hundred various incidenis, I 

w uld 1 that of a plate of strawberries having 
b fl d io you, or ihat of a watch having been 

w \ I nd by a touch on your forehead the image 
Id b lantaneously brought up, and you would 
1 m S awberries ! ' or ' Watch ! ' as it might have 
b I r ated this experiment so often with success, 

1 fi Uy hough so marvellous in itself, it grew to 
b 1 k 1 daily marvels, an occasion for no emotion 
of surprise. 

" Kot only was your philanthropy more catholic and 
active, but towards the brute creation, especially the 
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more despised, such as insects, spiders, snakes, fee, 
from whicli you would shrink affrighted in your waking 
state, you would manifest a strange and fearless tender- 
ness. You would take them up, if injured, in your 
hands, and remove them to a place of safety. Fond of 
flowers when awake, you were doubly so in this singular 
state. You would manifest an intuitive faculty of de- 
fecting the seats of disease in persons ; often pointing 
out the part affecled, as if from sympathy. 

" I cannot recall, in this hurried letter, half the inter- 
esting phenomena witnessed in your case — such aa 
j'our insensibility to the pain of aa incision or wound- 
in a magnetized limb — your quick reception of a 
mental coram iiiiication, without the medium of any 
sound or sign — your distinct prevision (at one time six 
months in advance) of crises of disexise — your detection 
of the character of an individual by pressing the hand 
— your ability to choose, out of a heap of miscellaneous 
articles, the one magnetized — your many striking de- 
velopments of faculties and modes of thought distin- 
guisliing you, in a marvellous manner, from your 
waiting self. 

" Qn one occasion, at a time when yon had suffered 
from repeated hemorrhages at the limgs, and we all 
feared that you would not live through the winter, j'ou 
were kept in the somnambulic state an entire fortnight 
without being once wakened. The reason for this was, 
that while somnambulic you were far more manageable 
and reliable in observing all necessary precautions ; and 
that you also seemed less sensitive to the cold, and 
your violent attacks of coughing were much more under 
control. At the time you were thrown into the som- 
nambulic state on this occasion, there had been a heavy 
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snow storm, and Bioadnay m New loilv on whi h 
thoronglifare your nindows. looked wna blockel up with 
snow. There wis i ro=e 1 ush in your room l-aMUji a 
liltle green bud upon it upon which a faint =peck of 
crimson had ju^t Ip] eiied "ioui last impression 
when you were thrown into Bomnamhuham weie of the 
snow without and the roie bushwithin A fortnight 
afterwards, your mignetizei without preparing you ftr 
the change in 'uiroi iding ol|ecls suldenly awiked 
you and led jou to the iMnlow Tverj M e of the 
immense accumul iiion of fenou had di i\ pearcd He 
then led you to the well known rose buih The liltle 
bud was in full, luxuriant blooin ! I shall never forget 
the expres'^ion of bewilderment and consternation on 
your face as you looked upon changes that seemed to 
strike you as miraculous. The forlnight wm, to your 
waking consciousness, hut a moment! Such was your 
excessive agifation that your magnetizer was obliged to 
make the peases at once, and restore you to your som- 
nambulic eousdou=ness. lie then gave you an 'ordi- 
nation ' to caiTy into your waking state so much recol- 
lection of your forfnight's experience as would prepare 
you fully for the changes ai-ound you. 

"A year or two previously, ajid a week or two after 

you were first magnetized by Dr. C g, which was 

while you w«re stopping at the Astor House, in New 
Tork, in the winter of 1842, the illness' under which 
you were laboring assumed a more alarming aspect than 
it had yet worn, and, while somnambulic, you were 
chai^d by your magnetizer to investigate your physical 
condition. I was not present, but learned, tlie same 
day, that you had predicted a great crisis in your mal- 
ady at a certain hour in the night, the week following. 
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To the inquiry, whether any medical relief could be 
given, you replied, 'No drugs — mesmerism may pos- 
sibly bring her through.' Tou pronounced yourself 
uncertain as to the issue of the crisis, but gave great 

encouragement to Dr. C g to-believe that prompt 

and earnest mesmeric aid would avail in producing the 

required relief. On the night fixed, at Dr. C g'a 

request, I accompanied him to your parlor at the Astor 
House, and you ivere shortly afterwards mesmerized, 
and I was put in communication. Mr. Mowatt was 
present, and was also put in communication. While 
awake, you had not bad the slightest anticipation of 
what was expected, and no one bad intimated your 
mesmeric prediction. 

" We engaged in conversation, and bad some hope of 
drawing your mind from the anticipated attack. Tou 
were perfectly tranquil, and conversed freely on various 
subjects. But precisely at the hour you had prevised 
and predicted, an expression of the intensest pain came 
upon your face, and you fell back in the most violent 

convulsions. Dr. C g bore you to the sofa; but, 

though a strong man, his strength was unequal to the 
task of controlling the horrible spasms, which quivered 
through all your limbs and disfigured your face. At 
one time, every fibre was knotted into a state of iron 
rigidity. Your writhings were fearful to witness. Dr. 

C g pronounced the attack congestion of the brain. 

Tour face was purple, your forehead throbbed violently, 
and your skin was of the highest fever lieat. Dr. 

C g used no other ministration than the mesmeric 

passes throughout the attack, which lasted, with hardly 
an instant's cessation, about an hour. At the end of 
that time there was a sudden relaxation of your limbs, 
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and ttey seemed to settle t a lal« f p "^ 

countenance became pale, and 1 alf f d j it 
earthly moment had com B t a If j 
sible sweetness broke fi.h(dyu 1 A jes 
seemed to make it allthe m 1 m ) a d J 1 

pered, in the childlike ton 1 h p ul it t j 

somnambulic state, ' Tou ha b ugl t I 1 u 1 

' Thank God ! ' exclaimed D C burst t 

tears, with uncontrollable n 

"After this crisis you 1 alth b n 1 wlj m 
prove, though your lungs w 1 11 j nd 

you were subjected to f q t [ f bl 1 nd 

violent fits of coughing, wh hkp j f 1 nt 
ually in a sla,[e of suspen j u j 

" Your exact knomledg f t n tl n mbu! 
slate was a remarkable trait. No chronometer could be 
more exact. It seemed as if all nature were your dial 
plate, and that you could at any moment read what its 
index denoted. 

" I am inclined tfi believe it is only those somnamhuks 
who are naturally pliable and dependent who are under 
the entire control of their magnetizers. There was 
certainly no surrender of your will to yours. Yoa were 
the dictator to him on all occasions as to what you 
should do. You prescribed your own medicines and 
diet; disputed, argued, and disagreed with him often ; 
and were entirely independent of him, except so far as 
related to the keeping up of the magnetic influence by 
an occasional visit from him and a renewal (without 
touch) of the passes. He would leave you in the som- 
nambulic state with Mr. Mowatt or your sister, and, 
perhaps, not see you again for twenty-four hours. 

" Although, in this state, you were always cheeriul, 
12 
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and sometimes jocose, one of its most prominent devel- 
opments was that of your religious faculties and sym- 
pathies. Frequently you would talk, like one inapired, 
of spiritual realities and the meaning of life. What in 
your waking state was faith, seemed to be sight in your 
somnambulic. It was no longer a speculation, or even 
aJ>elief, that there was a life after death, but a knowl- 
edge, far more confident and assured than that which we 
usually entertain, on going to bed, that we shall wake 
in the morning. 

" In crises of disease, when your physician did not 
believe you would live through the week, he would tell 
you, in your somnambulic stale, his apprehensions, 
though it would have been dangerous lo communicate 
them (o you awake. The perfect equanimity, even 
cheevfulne.'is, with which you would receive such an- 
nouncements, was matter of surprise to all who wit- 
nessed it. In times of extreme emaciation, when you 
could be lifted like a child, and when all who looked on 
you and heard your paroxysms of coughing would turn 
away with the persuasion that you could not ' last 
through the season,' you had always, in jour somnam- 
bulic slate, some pleasantry with which to diapel the 
fears of the standcrs by. The tiuth was, thit, though 
you regarded death as a welcome emantipition, jou 
still knew, far belter than the doi-toi the phjsicil state 
of the 'simpleton,' as you used to call joui wakmg 
self, and relied upon mesmerism to bring her through. 

" Your views of death, at the same time, in your 
somnambulic state, were always so serenely assured, 
and such was the quiet satisfaction with which, you 
seemed to look forward on what John Sterling calls 
1 road into the great darkness,' that, the 
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nearer the prospect was brought, the more grateful it 
became ; or rather, to you there was no darkness, but 
it was all a rosy light, and (a your mind 

'This King of Terrors was the Prince of Peace." 

" The separation of the waking from the somnambulic 
consciousness in your case was most complete and per- 
fect. Never, by any accident, could I discover that 
you brought into your waking state the slightest recol- 
lection of what had occurred in your somnambulic; 
and this during a period of three years. To the psy- 
chologist, as well as the physiologist, all the phenomena 
of your case were intensely interesting, as the many per- 
sons who had an opportunity of investigating them will 
admit." 

During my illness, the beloved home which I had 
made such efforts to save was sold. As soon as I was 
able to drive out, I begged to be allowed to visit it once 
agiiin. It was spring, but a late spring. Not a tree 
had begun to bud. The gardens, which I had last seen 
in all ihe richness of their autumn bloom, were bare 
of leaf or flower, excepting a few crocuses that had 
pierced through the slowly-melting snow. The favorite 
arbor appeared more bleak and desolate even than the 
gardens. Brown and withered vine stems alone covered 
the trellis, where huge clusters of grapes had hung in 
purple luxuriance. Even the greenliouse had a de- 
serted air. Many of the flowers had been removed, 
■ many more had died, and those that remained were suf- 
fering from neglect. "We looked around for the helio- 
trope of hair-decking memory — it was gone. After 
wandering about the grounds until we were chilled in 
more senses than one, we took refuge in the house. 
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The unfurnished rooms had a cold, deserted aspect, but 
to me every nook and comer teemed with delightful as- 
sociations. I could scarcely compel myself to beiieye 
that this house would nevermore be our home ; that ia 
this bright, cheprful chamber I should never again 
sleep ; that there would be no more merrymeelings in 
this large, old-fashioned ball room, which at Christmas 
time was ever decked with evergreens, and on sum- 
mer festivities ever garlanded with flowers \ that there 
would be no more plays in our little theatre, no more 
bands of music in the old halL But so it was. Yet, 
when the eertainiy of what must be resigned came upon 
me, its pain had been abstracted. The loss was heavy, 
but could be reckoned ; the gain since that loss no 
human reckoning could measure. 

It was arranged that if my health were sufficiently 
restored I should resume my public readings in the 
autumn, making the tour of the United Stales for that 
pu po 

We p 1 1 e «n me at L -— f he most 

P t ju ly b u ful 1 It I e sited, — 

a umn b 1 te d bj a t nte u vith the 

g f d M & 1 w k and 1 g al la . Mrs. 
CI a les S 1 k k pt a m n y f y un ladies. 
Amongst her scholars were a number of charming girls. 
We soon became acquainted, and (hey used to treat me 
as a companion, crowding my apartment at every re- 
cess, and bringing me fruits, and flowers, and other 
simple offerings of affection. I grew warmly attached 
to many of them, as I believe they were to me. They 
made me listen to their grievances, or join in their 
games, or read aloud for their amusemenl. Then came 
the usual schoolgirl interchange of locks of hair and 
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pressed flowers. I still preserve a goodly pile of curls, 
ringlets, Hnd braids of various hues, that remind me of 
lovely Lennox schoolgirls, now wives and raothers. 

Miss Sedgwick wrote them a play, and they pressed 
me into service as stage manager, eostumer, and 
prompter. The rehearsals were particularly amus- 
ing. There were some tragic effects necessary, and 
my young pupils found the greatest diversion in learn- 
ing how to slab themselves gracefully and die in atti- 
tude. I devoted a week to teaching them their parts, 
planning their costumes, and making tow wigs to repre- 
sent the gray haii-s of age or the powdered toupees of 
English footmen. 

The play was performed before a numerous assem- 
blage of Mrs. Sedgwick's friends. It was highly suc- 
cessful. The girls acted with great spirit, and even the 
tow wigs " made a hit." I was busily engaged behind 
the scenes during the performance, but joined the com- 
pany in the drawing room at its conclusion. Feeling 
greatly fatigued, I was just planning how I could steal 
off unnoticed, when the door was tlirowa open with an 
emphasis that announced some important entrance. 
The scholars in procession walked in, the eldest bear- 
ing a wreath of white flowers. The crowd drew back, 
and the young girls approached their amateur manager, 
I could only stare at them in mute and embaiTassed 
astonishment. The crownbearer made me a simjiie 
and feeling address, and placed the wreath upon my 
liead — a very tii'ed, aching head it chanced to be. 
This was a part of the performance which I bad not 
anticipated. Of course, it was necessaiy to say some- 
thing; but I fancy I made a rather stupid and awkward 
acknowledgment, for I was Uken unawares, supposing 
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tbat the curtain had fallen upon ray portion of the en- 
tertainment, and left me where I had passed the even- 
ing — happily hekind the scenes. 

The distinguished divine," Dr. William Ellei-y Chan- 
ning, was an honored guest at this performance. He 
was warm in his expressions of delight, and many times 
rose from his seat, and clapped hia hands, and laughed 
with genuine enjoyment. Some of the guests remarked, 
that, in watching him, they forgot to look at the play. 

He said to me afterwards, " I was never iu a theatre 
but once in my life, and that was when I was travelling 
in England. I saw Othello, but I was not half bo much 
entertained as I have been to-night with the perform- 
ance of these young girls." 

Dr. Channing and his family resided in the same 
hotel with us. We spent many hours together, and I 
was never tired of listening to his eloquent discourse, 
and watching the hrilliant play of his benign counte- 
nance. One day I was silting on the piazza, reading 
aloud to Mr. Mowatl. The book was Swedenborg"s 
Divine Providence, A shght movement behind my 
chair caused me to turn. Dr. Channing was leaning 
against the open door, apparently listening. He told 
me to go on, and I had no excuse for not obeying, I 
read for some time uninterruptedly. At length he ac- 
costed me with, "Do you understand what you are 
reading ? " 

1 replied, " I think I do." 

" Do you believe it ? " 

"Yes." 

" What makes you believe it ? " 

" Because Ican'l help it." 

" That's a woman's reason," he answered, langhing ; 
"but I believe it is the strongest you could give," 
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He then told me that he had rend a portion of Swe- 
denhor^'s works with great uttention, and he revei'enced 
the author, although the doctrines had not, as yet, carried 
the same conviction to his mind as they had done to 

In the suhjeet of mesmerism he took the deepest in- 
terest. On two occasions lie persuaded me to aJlow 
myeelf to be placed under the influence, that he might 
satisfy himself on several doubtful points. One was of 
the possibility of mind communicating with mind with- 
out the medium of language or any m^erial sign. His 
experiment, I believe, convinced him that this could be 
the case. 

I redted, at his request, several of the selections 
which I had read in public. He now and then kindly 
pointed out defects in elocution or faulty pronuncia- 
tions. And even now I can never utter one or two of 
(he words in the pi-onunciation of which he corrected 
me without thinking of Dr. Channing. The day be- 
fore we parted he came to my room and asked me to 
read to him once more. I did so, and he then proposed 
in return to read to me. He chose Bryant's exquisite 
poem of the Future Life. His silvery tones wei-e 
tremulous as he read, and his mild eyes beamed with a 
lustre almost angelic la his manner there was some- 
thing so solemn and impressive that I listened with awe. 
In less than a month he himself entered that future 
life, 

" TTie sphere that keeps 
The diaiinbodied spirits of the defid." 

He was standing on its threshold when he read to me. 
I might well hearken with suspended breath, in rapt and 
wondering reverence. 
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Autumn did not find me sufficiently reestablished in 
health lo resume my public readings, as was proposed. 
This was a heavy disappointment, but I was weD 
enough for less fatiguing occupation. So Uttle had 
been saved from the wreck of our fortune that there 
was strong need for exertion. I wrote a series of lively 
articles under the nom de plume of " Helen Berkley." 
They were published in various popular magazines, and 
I was well remunerated. These articles consisted of 
sketches of celebrated persons with whom I had been 
brought into communication, and humorous stories, gen- 
erally founded OQ fact. The larger portion of them 
have since appeared in London magazines. Several 
were translated into German, and reprinted. Under jaj 
own name I at that time published nothing but verse. 

I had half determined to attempt a tale of some 
length, and was pondering upon the subject, when a 
friend informed me that tiie New "World newspaper had 
offered one hundred dollars for the best original novel in 
oae volume. The title must be the Fortune Hunter 

(194) 
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and the scene laid in New Tork. The novel must be 
completed in a month, or within six weeks at the 
latest 

" Why do you not try what you can do ? " said my 
friend. " Write a sloi-y in your Mrs. Berkley style — 
you can easily make the title apply. Ten to one your 
novel wiU he the one accepted." 

Thus encouraged, I lost no time, and that yery day 
made the sketch of a plot, which I submilied to my 
counsellor and friend. He approved, and I went to 
work diligently. At the time appointed, the hook was 
completed. It was presented to the New World publish- 
ers, and the note for one hundred dollars sent me in re- 
turn, was the most agreeable evidence of its acceptance. 
The Fortune Hunter had an extensive sale, and, after 
my identity with Mrs, Berkley became known, the pub- 
lishers chose to affix my name to the work. Tlie copy- 
right being tlieirs, my consent was not even asked. 

I was very mueb amused by an article that appeared 
in one of the papers accusing me of being an imitator 
of Mrs. Berkley, and more than hinting that tlie imita- 
t n f 11 f b f tl ■ ■ 1 

Th r t H n h lat Ij 1 t 11 



C 1 mb n D t E w Lai C pan n 

Gdysrabm &, I dfit nam anl 
m t n J 1 1 d tl am numb f a n {,a n 

w th ral art 1 ly f i\l 1 wa pi d 

to h my w I 1 p pa d f tl i 1 

of works, the copyrights of which were purchased by 
Messi-s. Burgess & Stringer. They were principally 
compilations, with as much or as little original matter 
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as was found neeesaary — book cement, to make the odd 
fragments adhere togetJier. The suhjecta of these books 
were not of my own choosing — I wrote to order, for 
profit, and to supply the demands of tie public In 
this manner were produced Housekeeping mside Easy, 
(the name of Mrs. El!ia was not affixed hy me,} Book 
of the Toilette, Cookery for the Sick, Book of Embroid- 
ery, Knitting, Netting, and Ci-otchet, Etiquette for 
Ladies, Ball-room Etiquette, Etiquette of Matrimony, 
and similar publications, the very names of which I can- 
not now remember. 

These books, especially the first, proved very profit- 
able, so much so that Mr. Mowatt concluded he would 
derive greater benefit by publishing the works I com- 
piled himself than by selling the copyright to other 
publishers. He accordingly established a firm, and his 
books were supplied chiefly by me. The success of the 
undertaking was of brief duration. 

My time was wholly engrossed in bookmaking; but 
having now more freedom of choice as regarded the 
works I prepared, cookery books and books on etiquette 
were gladly abandoned. I found more congenial occu- 
pation in abridging a Life of Goethe, and another of 
Madame D'Arblay. The pleasure, however, waa of a 
particularly private nature, for the books praved un- 
salable. Mot a little disheartened by their failure, I 
returned to my labors in a less interesting but more lu- 
crative Held of literature. 

I could not drudge always, — for this book compiling 
was unmitigated drudgery, — and during leisure mo- 
ments I amused myself by writing Evelyn, a domestic 
tale, in two volumes, Frederika Bremer's works, trans- 
lalod by Mary Howitt, were my favorites amongst mod- 
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em novels. The delight with which I perused them 
undoubtedly influenced the style in whieh Evelyn was 

Evelyn herself was not an ideal creation. I could 
never write mere fiction ; I needed a groundwork of 
reality. Her history was that of one whom I had 
deafly loved* — over whose tomb there are few to weep, 
but whose sin we may dare to hope was forgiven, for 
"she loved much." 

■fflien the book was completed, an English literary 
' gentleman pi-oposed that I should allow him to take the 
manuscript to London, and have it published there pre- 
vious to its appearance in this country, I consented, and 
a few months afterwards received a notice from a London 
publisher that he would purchase the English copyright 
and produce the book, if I would write a third volume. 
He assured me that nobody purchased novels in two 
volumes — all the popular writers of the day extended 
their romances to three. As the second volume of Eve- 
lyn ends with the heroine's death, I did not see how I 
could with propriety bring her to life and prolong her 
miseries through another volume. The offer of the 
London publisher was politely declined. Evelyn was 
published, as ori^nally written, by Carey &. Hart, of 
Bhiladeiphia, Owing to the delay occasioned in re- 
gaining possession of the manuscript, the work was not 
produced until I had made my dihut upon the stage. 
This event probably accounted for its rapid sale. The 
copyright fortunately remained in my own possession. 

A rather singular violation of this copyright took 
place in Cincinnati. The book was abridged into one 
volume, and published, with a wretched frontispiece, aa 
a sort of souvenir for young ladies. The woi-d Loudon 
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was to be found upon the titlepage ; but the type, par 
per, and general getting up of the book hetrajed this 
to be a mere riise de guerre. This mangled edition 
appears also to have had a sale. Its existence was a 
source of much annoyance, but could not be prevented 
without the institution of legal proceedii^. These 
were not taken. 

Incidents of a different nature belong t f! p 1 
]VIary Howitt, in her memoir of me, m k ff 
ate mention of three orphan children, wl j 

tected and educated by Mr. Mowatt a d mj If as 
though the act were one of premeditated ad t 1 

charity. This was not so. I should con 1 first 

acquaintance and whole intercourse witli th f Ij f 
the Greys as merely accidental, could lb! h t 

that word applied to any event of life. P d It 
certainly was to them, and we were but u 
Btruments in the hands of a higher Poi Ih 

cumstances which led to our becoming int t d th 
children of the Greys were these. ReCu f m 

drive one severely cold day in Novembe I d 

little beggar girl, thinly clad, who was seat 1 [ 
doorsteps, sobbing violently. She cried Ik 1 Id in 
real distress. I stopped to ask what al d h A 

could gain no answer but fears. As I w 1 11 
valid, and dared not remain in the cold, I f Id tl 
vant to mate the little girl come into the p 1 t Ik 

with me. She was brought in with some 1 ffl Ity b t 
gradually the warm fire thawed her half 1 1 b 

and perhaps her heart. 

" Tell me what you are crying about 1 1 1) 
repeated some twenty times, in all variet i g 

intonations, before I could gain a reply. 
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At last her tongue was unloosed, and she sobbed out, 
" Mother's yery ill, and they say she is dying ! Fa- 
ther's got no work, and sent me out for cold victuals ; but 
I can't get nothing, and your cook turned me out of the 
kitchen." 

Little Esther's grief was too genuine for me to doubt 
her story. I inquired where her mother lived. The 
distance was very short. I had not thrown aside my 
hat and cloak; it was easy to accompany her home. 
She took me to a dilapidated building, and we entered 
a small, close room. "Upon a cot in one corner lay a 
young woman, whose ghastly features betokened acute 
suffering. A puny infant, about two or three weeks 
old, rested upon her arm. The little creature was 
moaning piteously, but seemed too feeble to cry. In- 
stead of the plump ruddiness of first babyhood, its face 
was 33 pallid as that of the mother, and far more 
wrinkled. 

The woman told me her history — it was one of utter 
destitution. She added, that she believed herself to be 
dying ; but her chief anxiety was for her children. I 
promised to visit her occasionally, and to interest others 
in her behalf, and left, desiring her to send little Esther 
to see me the next morning. 

Esther was a dark -eyed, bright litlle creature, and, I 
thought, affectionate. "When she came in the morning, 
I sent her home to tell her mother that, if the latter 
chose, I wonld keep the child to run on errands and 
wait upon me, and that 1 would take as good care of 
her as I could. I had no particular use for her, but I 
loved the presence of childhood about the house. The 
mother returned her thanks and hearty consent. With 
the assistance of my sisters, Esther was soon furnished 
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with a suitable wardrobe, and her raggecl, " cold-victnal 
clothes" (as she used to call them) were exchanged for 
neat and comforlahle attire. She seemed happy in her 
new home, and gave me little trouble. I accompanied 
her to see her mother at short intervals. For a mon{h 
the poor woman gradually grew worse. One Sunday 
afternoon Esther rushed into the room greatly agitated, 
and said, "Come quickly to my mother-— she is 

I went. The room was filled with the Roman Cath- 
olic fi'iends of the dying woman, who were performing 
the last ordinances of (heir religion. They drew back, 
and allowed me to approach the bed with the child. 
The mother tried to speak, but could not. She feebly 
lifted her hand, looked in my face, and smiled as the 
dying oidy can smile. A few momenta afterwards she 
expired. 

Either, for some days, was almost inconsolable for 
the loss of her mother, and was often at home, taking 
care of her baby sister. I wish I were not compelled 
to allude to the father, one of the coarsest specimens of 
an Irishman that could well be fo'jnd. In less than a 
week after his wife's funeral he called upon BIr. Mowatt, 
and demanded wages for his daughter — a tliild not yet 
ten years of age. Mr. Mowatt explained to him that 
she was only allowed to remain in the house to please 
me ; that she was too young to be of any service ; and 
that all indebtedness was on the side of the parent. 
The man rudely replied, that, if he couldn't get pay for 
her, she should be taken home immediately. He knew 
that I was attached to the child, and supposed that we 
would yield to his demands rather than part with her. 
His threat was put in execution, and the weeping little 
girl was taken back to her former wretched home. 
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The remark of a seamstress, who was sewing for our 
opposile neighbors, was repeated to a domestic of mine. 
"If Mrs, Mowatt is fond of child reo, and cares any 
thing about poor people," said the seamstress, " I wish 
somebody would tell hor of the Greys, Rn English fam- 
ily, who are living in Harlem. They are people tliat 
Lave seen better days ; but the father is blind. There 
are sevei-al children, — one of them a sweet littSe girl, a 
much finer child than that Esther, — and they are actu- 
ally starving." 

This speech was communicated to me. It did not 
malte any particular impression at the time ; but the 
nest day the words kept coming hito my head again and 
again, and I could not help wondering whether the 
Greys really were starving — whether any thing could 
be done for them — whether I should not like the little 
g^rl in Esther's place, &c., &c. Very soon I could 
think of nothing else — the Greys were always in 
my mind. I could not sleep without dreaming of them,- 
or wake without longing to know something of their his- 
tory. I could not interest myself in my usual occupa- 
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tions. I was thoroughly idle, restless, anil uncomfort- 
able. 

Two days passed thus, and on the third I came to the 
conclusion that I would drive to Harlem. I was seldom 
allowed lo venture out at all in very cold weather. 
This was a much longer drive than I was considered 
able to take ; tliei-efore I said nothing of my defermi- 
nation to Mr. Mowatt. I kpew he would object on the 
plea of my health. As soon as I was left alone, I de- 
spatched a message to our opposite neighbor, requesting 
that she would send me the address of the Greys, The 
answer returned was that the seamstress who had 
spoken of them had gone home. She had said that 
they lived somewhere in Harlem, and that a Mr. 

G n, who kept a hofel there, knew all about them, 

and could answer for flieir respectability. She knew 
nothing of the people herself. 

Ttiis was information scanty enough, but in my rest- 
less and excited state of mind it sufficed. I sent for a 
carriage, and told the coachman to drive to Harlem, and 
stop at the first hofel. The carriage stopped after what 
seemed to my impatience a very long drive. " Is Mr. 

G n the proprietor of this hotel ? " was the inquiry 

made to the waiter, who, with an air of great empresse- 
ment, opened the carriage door. 

" No, ma'am." 

" Do J ou know what hotel in Harlem he keeps ? " 

The answer was also in the negative. We drove to 
another hotel, and still another, but at both the exist- 
ence of any Mr. G n was ignored. At a fourth 

the proprielor himself chanced to be standing on tha 
piazza. In answer lo the usual question, ho somewhat 
pompously proclaimed his own proprietorship, and offered 
to band me out of the carriage. 
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" I wish you could tell me what hotel Mr. G a 

keeps i I lira very anxious to find it out," I siiid to liim 
in a somewhat appealing manner, for I was beginning 
to get discouraged. 

"I know all the hotels hereabouts, and there's nO 

Mr. G n keeps any of them. You'll find mine aa 

good as (he best of them, ma'am." 

" It is Mr. G n himself I want. Do you know 

any person in Hai'lem of that name ? " 

" There's an individual that keeps a place where they 

sell spirits, and his name is G n ; but I don't suppose 

that's what the lady wants," replied the man, with so 
decidedly insolent an expression that it took some cour- 

" Be so good as to give ray coachman the direction," 
I managed to reply. I was becoming tremblingly alive 
to the folly of my expedition. 

After a rude stare, and an evident iucHnalion to 
indulge me with somef'irther remarks, — probably upoQ 
the eccentricity of my tastes and conduct, — iho maa 
obeyed. 

We di-ove to " the place where spirits were sold." 

Mr. G n lived there, but was not at home. I sent 

fov Mrs. G n. She also w.-ls out. The message 

was brought by a little girl about eight or nuie years 
old. 

" la there not any body in the house to m horn I can 
speak ? " I inquired of her. 

" Only me — every body is out." 

" Does your father know the Greys, an English 
family, who live somewhere in Harlem ? " 

" Is it the blind Mr. Grey ? " 

" Tes, I believe he's blind." 
13 
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« O, we know liim, and Mrs. Grey, and tiie cliildren." 

" Are thej- poor?" 

The little girl laughed, ns though she already under- 
stood the distinction between rich and poor, and replied, 
« Well, I gu&B they be ' ' 

I aiked her to tell the coachmin where thej In ed I 
never expected him to fliiil the phce when I heud her 
puzzling direction of, ' After jou tum the coinci jou 
go to the right — then down to the left — then tike the 
first street," &c., &c., but he did fand it witlioul much 
difficulty. The house — or shonli/ is it mi Jit more 
properly be called — >itood back some di tincc iiom the 
road. Tlie snow lay on the giound it Ict 1 1 foot deep 
There was no pathway thiough it to the doLi The 
coftcliman, who was accuitomed to dme me, begged 
that I would sit stili until he had tiimpled it Joimi to 
form a narrow path. I then alighted, and he lemuned 
with his horses. No answer came to mv lepeited 
knoekings at the street door I opened it, and wtnt in 
I knocked at the fliat door within — no answer I 
opened it — tlieroom was empty both of fuinitureand 
inhabitants. I tried loom liter room but with the 

While I was still seanhmg, a Iwge d g started fiom 
some unnoticed corner and leaped upon me, a' lhDu„h 
to be caressed. This was the fiist sign of life that I 
beheld. I made friends with tlie dog as the best means 
of self-defence. After pl<tymg ■\bout me m a minnei 
which seemed a dumb welcome, he ran to a sort of outer 
building,— so I think it was, — and I followed. Here 
be scratched at the door, and I thought it advisable to 
knock. 

" Come in," said the voice of a man. 
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I entered a. room where poverty had undisputed 
reign. The floor was bare — scarcely an artinle of fur- 
niture was to-be seen. In the centre of the room stood 
a small stove; but the fire had quite died out, though it 
was a piercingly cold day. In front of the stove lay a 
little boy, half naked, and shivering witlj the cold. 
Upon a small wooden box sat a baby, strapped by its 
waist to the back of a chair. Beside them, so close to 
the stove that his clollies must have burned had there 
been any fire within, sat their father. 

" Can you tell me if Mr. Grey lives here ? " I asked, 
on entering. 

The man rose with a kind of dignity that I did not 
look for in so rude a place, and bowing, answered, "My 
name is Grey," 

He advanced to find me a chair, but with uncertain 
steps, and one hand extended as though feeling his way. 
By his movement only could one have divined that he 
was blind. His eyes were large, of a dear, light blue, 
and did not seem to me wholly expressionless. He was 
tall, well made, and handsome, in spite of the traces of 
suffering upon his countenance. I could not but notice 
the courtesy of his manner as he bowed on ofFcrin<r me 

the seat. I entered into conversation with him his 

language was not that of an uneducated man. 1 drew 
from him his history, though he was evidently inclined 
to be reserved. He had been cheated by his partner 
while conducting a prosperous business, either in Eng- 
land or Ireland, I forget which. The partner had ab- 
sconded, and Mr. Grey, totally ruined, had brouglit his 
family to America, in the hope of almost " digging gold 
in the streets." Shortly after his arrival in New York, 
his eyes began to trouble him, and he soon became so 
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blind tliiit he could barely distinguish light from dark- 
ness. His wife had tried to get work ; sometimes she 
obtained a little sewing, sometimes a little washing, but 
often she could get no employment at all. They had no 

friend but Mr. G n, who had known them " in the old 

countrj " He had been very kind, but he had a family 
of 1 s o H d 1 c not helped them, tbey must have 

star ed I [u re 1 for Mr. Grey's wife. She was out, 
and 1 s 1 ttle d o' '^i" Margaret was also absent. He 
hoped th y vould bring baek something to malie the 
jirebu I — tl 3 V ter weather was so hard upon the 
little boys.' I looked upon the baby faces turned won- 
deringly to mine — they were blue with cold. 

I could not ask whether his wife was gathering chips 
for the flrc, or whether she was endeavoring to obtmn 
money to purchase fuel ; there was sometlimg a^out the 
bearing of the man that would have made any one 
guarded in running the risk of wounding his fuelinga. 
.1 told him that, if I liked his little girl, I might take her 
to live with me ; then gave him my address, and ex- 
pressed a desire that his wife would call the next day 
with the child, 

I returned home just in time to prevent alarm at my 
long absence. Had the result of the expedition been 
different, I should have regarded it as Quixotic — Dor- 
casina-ish in the extreme. 

The next morning brought Mrs. Grey and her little 
daughter. The former did not impress me so favorably 
as her husband, but the sweet face of the child, with its 
large, blue, frightened eyes, won spontaneous interest. 
She was nine years old, but small for her age, and thin 
almost to emaciation. Her fair hah: fell in disordered 
masses to her waist. Her features were pinched and 
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sharp, and she lia4 that look of quiet suflermg which it 
is so painful to heliold in the countenance of childhood. 

The mother joyfully consented to leave little Marga- 
ret witii me. It was arranged that the family should 
remove from Harlem to New York to more comfortable 
apartments. The influence of my friends could readily 
procure for her ivork or needful assistance. 

The mother departed, and the little girl, with her 
piteous expression of face, stood trembling at my knee. 
She seemed almost heart-broken when her mother kissed 
her for good by, but she dared not ery — Ul usage had 
so thoroughly crushed her spirit that it seemed to liave 
deprived her of the childish relief of tears. Of that 
brutal usage we had ample proof when her tattered gar- 
ments were removed. Her fragile person was literally 
covered with blue and yellow bniises — the conset|uenee 
of severe blows. These had not been received from 
her parents, — so she told me, — but from one to whom 
poverty had forced them to iotnist her. Though it was 
December, her garments were hut three in number, and 
of summer-suited materials. 

Busy fingers plied their needles that day — some of 
them more used to the pen than the needle, hut retain- 
ing a feminine afl^ection for the latter. A little girl sat 
by the fire that evening, bending towards the genial 
heat as though she were making a new acquaintance. 
In her neat blue dress and white bib, with her fair hair 
smoothed and cut, it was only in the painful expression 
of her face that the little Margaret of the morning could 
be recognized. Her countenance still wore a look of 
strange apprehension. It was montlis before it lost that 
mournful expression — many months before I ever saw 
her smile. The first time I heard her sing, I had noise- 
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lessly entered the room where she was at work. Her 
voice gushed out rich and clear as t!ie song of a bird. 
She gave a start of terror when she saw me, and, on my 
bidding her sing on, hurat into teius. The child of nine 
yeai-s old was already a sceptic to the existence of 
kindness. 

But I must shoilen my narrative of the Greys. 
Little Margiiret remained with us, beloved and learning 
to love. Her parents and infant biothers removed to 
New York. Medical aid failed to restore the fathei-'s 
sight. The mother worked incessantly to support her 
little famil}-, but had a bitter struggle with poverty. 
In less than a year from the day when I wandered 
through file empty house at Harlem, and was guided 
by a dog to the hack building where the blind man sat, 
all that was mortal of him was lying in a coffin. In 
four weeks moi-e another coffin entered the room from 
which his mortal remains had been removed, and Mar- 
garet and her brothers were weeping over the corpse of 
their mother. 

They had two elder sisters, but neither in circum- 
stances to provide for the little orphans. The elder 
boy, John, a gentle, delicate little fellow of about six 
years old, was evidently ilL His disease was the same 
that his mother's had been — inflammation of the lungs. 
That he should be instantly cared for was imperative; 
and we took him home to nurse. One of the neighboi-a 
to the Greys took charge of little IVillie. The elder 
boy was ill for nearly two moaths, but so patient and 
docile that he gave but little trouble. He sometimes 
had to be left alone for hours ; but we always found 
him either singing merrily, or with his toys and ])icture 
books laid on the bed beside him, and always happy. 
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"When the pale, feeble little fellow began fo wander 
about the house, he was in nobody's way, but even tried 
to malte himself useful, and sbare bis sister's light 
duties. 

I used to send Margaret on a weekly visit of inquiry 
after tlie youngest child. One day she returned, sob- 
bing so loudly that I heard her before she entered the 
room whei'C I was silting. " My little brother I little 
Willie! poor little Willie!" was all that she could 

At first I thought the child was dead, and reproached 
myself for having bestowed so little care upon him. 
As soon as Margaret could apeak, she told me that he 
had been ill with the measles, and was just recovering ; 
but the people where he wiis staying said tliey could be 
burdened with him no longer. They had arranged to 
Bend him that very day to the Orphan Asylum. 

The weeping child ended her tale with " Don't let 
him go! let me bring him here! Only let me bring 
bim here for a little while ! " 

Her grief was so persuasive that I conid not resist 
her entreaties. An hour after, she came into the room 
again, staggering under the weight of the little hoy in 
her arms — but this time her face was covered with 
smiles. 

Willie was about two years old, an apple dumpling- 
shaped, rosy-cheeked little boy, who could ju-.t toddlo 
about and prattle in an unintelligible langun'^a. 1 had 
no intention of keeping him — no fixed intention to- 
wards tlie children at all. They were quiet, manage- 
able, and winning. Mi-, Mowatt took a ready inlerest 
in them. TKey grew into his aReciions as rapidly as 
into mine. They wore my pupils ; and if they added 
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much to my cares, they contributed as largely to my 
joys. Little by little they became an acknowledged 
part of our small household. At tiral we anticipated 
finding some person or persons who would like to adopt 
the two boys. No such party sprang up, and the idea 
was tacitly abandoned — or rather, it was gradually 
forgotten. 

Wlien new reverses caused me to enter a profession, 
the children found proteciioii for a short period in tlie 
homes of my slaters, Mr. Mowalt went through the 
necessary forms, and became tlieir legal guardiwn. Be- 
fore we sailed for Europe, a highly respcoiahle family 
in Connecticut, the slate of steady habits, received the 
two boys as boarders, and treated them as lenderly as 
though they had been their own children. The lads 
attended day school regularly, and prospered in ali 
ways. They have remained at Greenfield Hill until 
tbia period, and are now a couple of line, frank, 
truehcarted boys, who have repaid by their gratitude 
(Hid good conduct all the care and love that have been 
bestowed upon them. 

Three miles distant from the residence of the boys, 
Utile Margaret was placed at school with a family 
equally excellent, equally kind, with that to which we 
intrusted her brothei-s. When I returned from Eng- 
land, four years afterwards, — returned alone, — I could 
Bcarcely believe that the tail, graceful girl who threw 
herself into my arms, weeping with joy, was the tiny 
Margaret I had left. 1 could not help seeing, in thought, 
the bruised, emaciated child, who, shivering with cold 
and fear, stood before me on that memorable December 
morning. I felt that she was Heaven -intrusted to my 
care. If her maturer womanhood fulUl the promise 
of her girlliood, I have nothing more to ask. 
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1 must not close tlie history of these cliildren without 
relating a rather singular circumstance in connection 
with tliem. Until quite recently, I knew nothing of 
their parentage but what I have related above. The 
Rev. Mr. A— e, visiting Greenlield, where the boys 
are living, noticed the children, and inquired who they 
were. To his surprise, he found that their parents had 
belonged to (lie parish in Harlem of which he was 
pastor. He had baptized little Willie. He liad been 

informed by the Mr. G n, after whom I had made 

Buch a singular search, that they were of good family, 
had wealthy bachelor nncles, with other particulars (hat 
may at some future day be advantageous to the ehildi-en, 
but which I liave taken no pains as yet to authenticate. 
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Fashion. — Original qfAdam Truoitan. — FasMoa accepted by the 
Park Theatre. — Interctew viitA Mr. Batry, — Witiiemiig a first 
Behearial miscea. — First Night of Fashion. — Success. — Secmid 
Rehearsal, — Autlior't Benefit. — Fashion pfodvced at FMIadel- 
phia.~Lii-itatioia from Managersof Waiimt Street Theatre.— 
Their Libeiality and Courleai/. — Wititessiiig Peiformaace ta 
Phitadaphia. ~ Demand for the Author. — Failure of Mr. 
MoiBatt. — P'vpoaitioa tlial I shoM adopt the Stage. — A 
Change of Viciet. — RefiecVams. — Mary Soaitt im the ilemben 
of the Profession.— A Iktermination. — My Fat/tor's Conaent. 
— Contract with Mr. C . — Useless Remoiutrances. 

" Wur do you not write a play ? " said E. S fo 

me one morning, '■ Tou have more decided talent for the 
slage than for uny thing else. If we can get it ao 
cepted by tlie Pari; Theatre, and if it should succeed, 
jou hare a new and wide field of exertion opened to 
you — one in which success is very rare, but for wliich 
your turn of mind has particularly filled you." 

" What shall I attempt, comedy or tragedy ? " 

" Comedy, decidedly ; because you can only write 
what you feel, and you are 'nothing if not critical' — 
besides, you will have a fresh ebanuel for the sarcastic 
eb 11 ith which you so constantly indulge ua." 

I e that at that period of my life a vein of 

sa ml eloped by the trials through wliich I had 
pa^ I p aded all my thoughts, and betrayed itself 
a mu 1 I t I wrote as well as in conversation. E. 
fa s suggestion appeared to lae good, and I oom- 
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menced Fashion. If it is a satire on American •parve- 
tiuism, it was intended fo be a good-humored one. Ho 
charge can be more untrue tlian that witli which I have 
been (axed ihrougli the press and in private — the 
accusation of having held up to ridicule well-known 
personages. The character of Mrs. Tiffany waa not 
drawn from any one individual, but was int«nded as the 
type of a oertwn cl/.ss. The only character in the play 
which was sketched from life was that of the blunt, 
warmhearted old farmer. I was told that the original 
■was seen in the pit vociferously applauding Adam True- 
man's strictures on fashionable society. It was not very 
wonderful that his sentiments found an echo in my 
friend's bosom. 1 longed to ask the latter whether he 
recognized his own portrait; but we have never met 
since the likeness was taken 

There were no attempts m Fashion at fine wiiting. 
I designed the play wholly as an acUng comedy A 
dramatic, not a literary, success was whjt I !e iied to 
achieve. Caulion suggested my not ^imn g at both at 

Fashion was offered to the Paik Theatie. In the 
usual course of events, its fate would have been to gather 
dust amongst an ever-increasing pile of manuscripts 
on Mr. Simpson's table — heaps of rejected plays, 
heaps of plays, the merits of which were never even in- 
vestigated. It generally lakes several months to induce 
a manager to read a new play — several months more 
before he consents to its produciion. Making an ex- 
ception to prove this rule, Mr. Simpson read Fashion 
at once. He liked it, and lianded the manuscript to his 
stage manager, Mr. Barry ,who also approved it, and pro- 
nounced that the play would make a hit. 
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A few days more, and I received otBcial information 
that Fashion was accepted by the Park Tlieatre — lliat 
it would be produced without delay, and in a style of great 
magnificence — also, that I would receive an author's 
benefit on the thii'd night, and a certain per c ntage of 
the nightly receipts of the theatre for every performance 
of the play after it had run a stipulated number of 
nights. 

On listening to this intelligence, I very quietly asked 
mjoeli' wheliier I was awake. It look some time, and 
needed pome practical experiments upon my own sensi- 
bilities, before I could feel assured that I was not enjoy- 
ing a pleasant dream. I was almost too much surprised 
to be elated. 

It wa3 necessary that 1 should call on Mr. Barry, to 
Lear his suggestions concerning the casting of the play 
and certain slight alterations. I did so, and listened 
with seeming attention to his laying down of dramatic 
law ; but I was in a stale of agreeable bewilderment 
through the whole interview. When I rose to leave, 
and received liia very patronizing congratulations on 
Laving written a " remarkable play," I could not help 
fancying that he was saying lo himself, " What a silly 
little soul it is ! " Indeed, I half expected that he was 
going to pat me on the bead and commend me for my 
"smartness," The impression I left upon his mind was 
certainly not that 1 was a very formidable or a very 
brilliant character. 

The play was at once announced and put in rehearsal. 
The day before its representation I became anxious to 
witness one of these rehearsals, that I might form some 
idea of the chances of success. It is an author's priv- 
ilege Co attend the rehearsals of his own production, hb 
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arVno^tleilged seat being at the manager's table, upon 
tlie Etage He ig ilso at libtity lo make suggealions to 
the iclors expKnafory of hia 1 103 — though, as a gen- 
eral rule be finds thej undei^tand what he intended 
much bettct Ihin he does himself; at least, they po- 
litely assure bim that such is the ca^e. Of ihese cus- 
toms, I l^ as too unceilam of success to avail myself. I 
preferred to oveilook the n yateiious doings from a pri- 
vate box unseen by the actore 

Relieaisal was just commencing, when Hr. Mowatt 
and myself were infnduced bj Mr. Blake (for many 
years bovkeeper of the Paik Theatre) into the theatre. 
The whole fioat of the building waa so dark that we 
had to feel our way, stumbling over benches and cbairs, 
until we suc(.eeded in giining our seats. 

The stage was lighted by a single branch of gas, 
shooting up to the height of several feet in (he centre 
of tie fuotlighfs. It sent forth a dim, blue, spectral 
light, that gave a phantom-like appearance to surround- 
ing objects. On the right of the stage was the prompt- 
er's talile — on the left, the mans^r'a table. Beneath 
the ghastly light sat a palefaced prompter, with the 
manuscript of Fashion in his hand. At his side stood the 
"call boy," a child of about ten years of age. He held 
a long strip of paper, somewhat resembling the tailors' 
bills of young spendthrifts, as they are represented on 
the stage. This was the " call " for the actors, and 
directed him which to summon from the greenroom. 

The rehearsal of Fashion had begup. It was sin- 
gular to see these kings and queens of the stage, 
whom I had been accustomed to behold decked in gold- 
embroidered robes and jewelled crowns, glittering in 
the full blaze of the footlights — -now moving about in 
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this "visible darkness," some of the men in "shocking 
bad Imts " ond rough overcoats, and llie ladies in modern 
bonnets in place of tiaras or wreaths of flowers, and 
mantles and warm cloaks instead of peasant petticoats 
or brocade trains. I found it difficult to recognize the 
romantic heroes and injured heroines in whose suffer- 
ings I iiad so often sympathized. 

Every actor held his part, to which he constantly 
referi'ed. It gave me an odd sensation to hear my own 
language uttered in all varieties of tones, and oflen con- 
veying a meaning of which I did not suppose it to be 
susceptible. But I soon discovered that a rehearsal was 
a very serious affair. There was no kughing, except 
now and then at the situations of the play, — at which, 
by the by, I was particularly flattered, — no talking, 
except in reference to the business of the scene, and 
now and then a remaik from some critical malcontent, 
which was never intended for the author's ears. There 
are two dances in the fourth act of Fasliion, and these 
wei-e gone through with a business-like gravity that was 
alarming, Wliile witnessing tiiiti solemn rehearsal, I 
began to fancy I had made a raistj?ke, and unconsciously 
written a tragedy. Eehearsal lasted several hours. 
At its close, when we stumbled through the dark pas- 
sage into the Iwx office, and stood once more in the 
light of day, it seemed to me again as though I had 
been dreaming. But the dream was a very sober one, 
and while it lasted I received a lesson upon the " vanity 
of human wishes." Of the probable success of the play 
I could not form the faintest idea. 

The next night Fashion was produced. With an 
anxious heart I took my seat in the same private box 
from which I had overlooked the gloomy rehearsal oa 
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the day previous. What a ditferent aspect every tiling 
■wore ! The tlieatre flooded with Sight, the gay decora- 
tions, the finely-painted drop curtain, the boxes filled 
with beautiful women, tbe dense crowd in the pit and 
galleries, the inspiring music, — all seemed tbe effect of 
some Scottish glomoitr rather than a reality. 

The music ceased. The gentleman who was to per- 
Bonale the Count in the comedy appeared before the 
curtain and delivered a prologue, written by Epes Sar- 
gent. It was a capita] prologue — one calculated to put 
an audience in good humor ; and thus it took the first 
gigantic step towards insuring the success of the play. 
I subjoin it, (hough much of its effect necessarily de- 
pends on an appi-opriate delivery and stage action : — 



'"Fashioji, a Comedy.' I'll go; but stay — 
How 1 read toclher, 'tis a. native play ! 
Bah ! homemnde calicoes are nelL enough, 
But homemade dramas mast be stiipid stuff. 
Bod it the London stamp, 'tnould do — but then. 
For plays, we lack the manners and the men ! " 

Thus speaks one critic Heat another's creed : — 
•••Fa^hionl' What's here ? (Beads.) Ilnevercan 
What! from a woman's pen i It takes a man 
To write a comedy —no woman can." 

Well, sir, and what say you, and why' that flown f 
His ejcB uprolled, he lays the paper down : — 
" Here I take," he says, " the unclean thing away I 
■Tie tainted with the notice of a play ! " 

But, sh ! — but, gentlemen! — you, sir, who think 
Ho comedy can flow from natite ink, — 
Are we such perfect monsters, or such ilall, 
That Wit no traits for ridicuio can cull 1 
Have we no follies here to be redressed E 
No viciu gibbeted i no crimes confes£ed ! 
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" But then n female hand can't ky the lash on ! " 
How know jou that, air, ivhen the themo is Fashu 

And now, come forth, thou man of a;mctity ! 
Hoiv shall I venture a reply to thee > 
The St.iSB — whut ia it, though beneath thy ban, 
But dieuerteotj'pe of life and man .' 
Airiugn poor human nature, if j-ou will. 
But let the Duaua have her miaeion sIiU ; 
Let her, with honest purpose, still reflect 
The faults whieh keoneyed Satire may detect. 
For there be men who feai not an hereafter. 
Yet tiemblB at the hell of public laughter ! 

Friends, from these $eoffers we appeal to you I 
Condemn the false, but 0, applaud the true. 

And Art's fait fahrio rise from woman's toil. 



The audience applauded, as was expected of them, 
the prologue ended, aod the curtain rose. 

The cast of the plaj was exceedingly strong — so 
admirahle that when, upon the falling cf the curtain 
after the fifth acl, an unequivocally brilliant success had 
been achieved, I was forced to admit that my laureis 
were not of my own earning. It would have been diffi- 
cult for a play to fail with such acting as Chippendale's. 
.11 his strilting dcJiiieafion of Adam Truemaii, Mrs. 
Knight's, in her irresistibly comic personation of Pru- 
3enee, Fisher's as Snobion, Crisp's as the Count, Mr. 
Banc's as Mr. Tiffany, Dyott's as Colonel Howard, De 
"Waiden's as Mr. Twinkle, J. Howard's as Fogg,,Sker- 
rett'a as Zeke, Miss EUis'a as Gertrude, Mrs. Barry's 
as Mrs. Tiffany, Miss Horn's as Seraphina, Mrs. Dyott's 
as Millinette. 

The play was announced for repetition every night, 
and the audience loudly testified their approbation. 
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The day after the performance of a new drama, it is 
customary to call a rehearsal, for the ?ake of" cutting" 
the play, if too long, (and almost all plays are too long 
as originally written,) and to make other necessary 
altorations. To this rehearsal I was formally inrited 
by the managers. Accompanied by Mr. Moivatt, I 
gladly attended. On that day, for the first time, I crossed 
tlie stage of a theatre. I was conducted to a seat at 
the manager's table. 

The theatre Lad undergone its transfoi-mation again. 
All was darkness and silence. The solitary gaa-brancli 
burned as blue and ghastly as ever, and the actors, in 
their every-day dresses, moved mysteriously about in 
its shadowy light. But on nearer view they looked 
like weary and care-laden human beings, instead of 
phantoms. 

Again the rehearsal of Fashion commenced. Mr. 
Barry an-anged the " cuts," requesting my approval in 
a manner which left me very little altei-native. The 
principal actors were presented to me, and I made aa 
many delicate hints concerning certain misinterprelationa 
of the text as I dared venture upon. It was very evi- 
dent that they singly and collectively entertained the 
opinion that an author never knew the true meaning of 
his own words. His suppositions to the contrary were 
mere hallucinations. 

Fashion was repeated again that night. The nest 
was the one appointed for my benefit. On the occasion, 
the house was literally crammed from pit to dome. 
Owing to the judicious cutting, the performance was 
more rapid than on the iirat night, and went off with 
even greater spirit. At the falling of the curtain, there 
was a call for the author. This I had anticipated, and 
14 
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instead of bowing from a privale box, according to the 
established usage, I sent Mr. Barry a, few Hues expres- 
eive of my thanks, and desired him to deliver them be- 
fore the curtain. "Mr. Barry then came forward," 
(said one of the newspapers, the next morning,) " aad 
spoke as follows : " — 

" Ladies and Gentlemen; I am com missioned by Mrs. Monntt 

the favor with which you have teoeiyed this comedy. She desires 
ma to expCGss the hope that yon will take it rather as na earnest of 
what she may heronfter do than as a fair specimen of what Ameri- 
can dramaticliterature ought to be. {Land applause.) With your 

Fashion erery n ^ht ui Ol further not oe {Loud a d ciid ted 
epploi SB ) 

The audience weie salisfied nnd 1 \\\ "ipiicl tl 
neces itj ot making prob-ibly an iviknai 1 ackiwukJ^ 
ment in person 

On the night of this beneht I =ent to etch ft tie 
ladiet, ei>gaj,ed in lie plaj i (iifling remenhaice uf 
the ocwaion A note atknjwledgn^ mj ml btclne^s 
to the i\hoIe Lomj aiij foi their admtiable p ei conation >! 
■was addie'ised to Mi Barry This i^as fiaraed and 
hung by him m the greenroom 

Fo-tionwos plavci nightlyto full houses for threp 
weeks and only withdiawn to make room foz itira 
who weip engaged before its production 

Duiing the run of the play in New \ ork, if ii is pro- 
duced in Philadelphia, at the Walnut Street Theatre, 
nnder the management of E. A. Marshall, Esq., the 
Btage manager being W. Eufus Blake, Esq. lis suc- 
cess was as brilliant as in New York. The managers 
sent a pressing invitation to Mr. Mowatt and myself to 
visit Philadelphia and witness the representation. TVe 



Hosted bv Google 



211 

aeeepfed, and were enfertiiined by them for throe days, 
at one of the first hotels, in the most courteous manner. 
Our suite of apartments were the hest that could he 
procured — our tahle was sumptuously provided, and a 
carriage stood always at the door, at our disposal. The 
conduct of these gentlemen deserves particular mention, 
for there are few managers who would feel called upon 
to testify their indebtedness to an author in a style so 
generous and complimentary. A play may enrich a 
theatre ; yet, as a general rule, (he manager ignores the 
existence of the aulhor, except so far as his contract is 
concerned. 

The representation of Fashion, in Philadelphia, af- 
forded us unqualified pleasure. It was difficult, or 
i-aihcr impossible, to decide whether the play was pro- 
duced with greater Sclat and more magnificent stage 
appointments at the Walnut or at the Park Theatre. 
The cast, too, was equally strong at both theatres. 
TV. Eufus Blahe, one of the most gifted of the pathetic 
and comic " old men " of the stage, enacted Adam True- 
mau. Mrs. Thayer was drollness personified in Pru- 
dence. Wheatly as the Count, Fredericks as Mr. Tif- 
fany, Chapman as Snobson, Young as Zeke, Mrs. Jones 
OS Mi-s. Tii&ny, Miss Alexins Fisher as Gertrude, 
Miss Susan Cushman as Seraphina, and Mrs. Blake as 
Millinette, could not be surpassed even by their con- 
temporaries of the Park. 

We were accompanied to the theatre by Mr. and 
Mrs. Mason — the charming Emma Wheatly of Park 
Theatre memory. Our box was furnished with white 
satin bills, printed in letters of gold. At the close of 
the play (he actors were all called before the curtain. 
Then rose shouts for the aulhor. The audience had 
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become aware that alie was in tlie theatre. If I had 
reflected on the subject, I should have expected this 
summons ; as it was, I chanced to be wholly unpre- 
pared, and the unlooked-for demonstration affected me 
unpleasantly. Our party were seated in the first tier, 
and exposed to the full gaze of the audience, who now 
turned themselves en masse towards us. Tlie shouts 
continued, and Mr, Mowatt and Mr. Mason entreated 
me to rise and courtesy. I could not muster courage, 
and felt much more inclioed to make a cowardly escape. 
The audience grew more vociferous at the delay, 

" There is no use of refusing ; you will be obliged to 
rise," whispered Mra. Mason. 

I saw she was right, and answered, " I will, if you 
rise also and courtesy with me." 

She objected at first, but finding that I would not 
move, and that the shouts were only redoubled, she 
amiably consented. "We rose together, and were greeted 
with prolonged cheering. I courtesied several times, 
but was not sufficiently self-possessed to notice whether 
she did the same. This ceremony over, we look our 
departure as rapidly as possible. I little thought that, 
in less than two months, I should courtesy to an audi- 
ence from the stage of that very theatre. 

At the door of the theatre we were met by the mana- 
gers, who requested that I would allow them to conduct 
me behind the scenes, and present the members of the 
company. This was another unexpected trial of my 
nerves, for I had not overcome a certain feeling of awe 
towards stage heroes and heroines, but I could not with 
any degree of graciousness refuse. We passed through 
a private entrance leading from the boxes. The green 
curtain was down — the stage represented a drawing 
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room, in the house of Mr. Tiffany — the aetoi-s were 
ranged in. a semicircle, awaiting us. They were pre- 
sented in turn, and I exchanged, or tried to excliange, 
a few words with each of the ladies; but I fancy that 
my remarks were not particularly sensible, or much to 
the purpose. The impromptu introduction, and the 
novelty of my sititation, had confused my ideas, and it 
is very probable that I commented on the excessive 
heat when every one stood shivering around me. 

The next day, however, I hope the remembrance of 
my awkwardness and embarrassment was effaced from 
the minds of the ladies in question, for I sent them 
ea«h a gold pencil in token of my appreciation of their 
efforts. 

" Do you not feel proud ? " inquired a friend of me. 

I answered with perfect sincerity, " Perhaps I should, 
if the acting of Fashion had not been so very excellent 
that the author has only a secondary share of the gen- 
eral success." 

The secret of that success was, that Fashion is, 
strictly speaking, an " acting play," and, placed in the 
hands of an accomplished company, the characters were 
re-created. An amount of interest was thus kept alive 
which so simple a plot could not legitimately awaken. 

Edgar A. Poe, one of my sternest critics, wrote of 
Fashion, that it resembled the School for Scandal in 
the same degree that the shell of a locust resembles the 
living locust. If his severity was but jtistice, it must 
be that the spirits of the performers infused themselves 
into the empty shell, and produced a very effective coun- 
terfeit of life. 

After three most delightful days we bade adieu to 
our manager hosts, and returned to New York. 
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The publishing business, in which Mr. Mowatt was 
engaged, had for some time been unsuccessful. Just at 
this period he failed, and became involved in greater 
difficulties than ever. 

The success of Fashiou had attracted the attentioa 
of managers. Again I received propositions io go upoa 
the sti^e, coupled with the assurance that I would rap- 
idly acquire an independence. The day had come when 
aU tilings seemed to work together to force me of ne- 
cessity to contemplate this step. 

My health was still variable, and I had not yet 
wholly rcovered from the effects of long illness. I had 
always intended to resume public readings when I grew 
sufficiently strong. Nearly double the amount of phy- 
sique was needed for a night's reading than was re- 
quired for the performance of a light part in a five-act 
drama. 

My views concerning the stage, and my estimate of 
the members of di-amatic companies, had undergone a 
total revolution. Many circumstances had proved to 
me how unfounded were the prejudices of the world 
against the profession as a body. The communication 
into which 1 had been brought, by the production of 
Fashion, with the managers and members of the Park 
company and tlie managers of the Walnut Street Thea- 
tre, added to all I heard of their private histories, con- 
vinced me that I had formed unjust conclusions. Eather, 
I bad adopted the conclusions of those who were as 
ignorant on the subject as myself — who, perhaps, cared 
as little as I had done to ascertain the truth. 

My after experiences taught me that truer words 
concerning the stage were never written than those of 
Mary Howitt which preface ber memoir of me. Re- 
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ferring ro ilie members of the profession wltli wliom 
she Las becunie acquainted, she says, — 

" Our readers need not be told that wo consider the 
stage as capable of becoming one of the great means 
of human advancement and improvement, and for this 
reason it is that we especially rejoice to see amongst its 
ornaments men an>I women not only of surpassing tal- 
ent and genius, but, which is far higher and much rarer, 
of high moral character and even deep religious feel- 
ing. Let not the so called religious world stai't at this 
assertion ; we know what we say, and we fearlessly 
assert that there is many a poor, despised player, whose 
Christian graces of faith, patience, charity, and self- 
denial put to shame the vaunted virtues of the proud 
pharisee ; nor are they always the purest who talk most 
■ about purity. 

" Welcome, then, and doubly welcome, be all such re- 
formers as come amongst us not only with the high 
ai^ument of tlicir own pure and blameless lives, but 
who, having passed through suffering and trial, know 
experimenfally how to teach, and who teach, through 
the persuasive power of genius, and the benign influ- 
eoce of a noble womanly spirit." 

These lines had not then been written, but they ap- 
ply to many a woman, whom I have known, who bears 
the too often contemptuously uttered name of " actress;" 
women who, with hearts full of anguish, nightly prac- 
tise forgetfulness of self, and of their private sorrows, to 
earn their bread by delighting a public who misjudges 
them. 

I pondered long and seriously upon the consequences 
of my entering the profession. The " qu'en dtra 
t'on ? " of Society had no longer the power to qwe me, 
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"Was it right? was it wrong? were questions of higher 
moment. My respect for l!ie opinions of " Mrs. 
Grundy " had slowiy mehed away since I discovered 
that, with that respeclable representative of the world 
ia general, success sancljfied all things ; nothing was re- 
prehensible hut failure. 

I should never have adopted tlie stage as a matter 
of expediency alone, however great the temptation. 
Wliat I did was not done lightly and irresponsibly. I 
reviewed my whole past life, and saw, that, from earli- 
est childhood, my tastes, studies, pursuits had all com- 
bined to fit me for this end, I had exhibited a passion 
for dramatic performances when I was little more than 
an infant. I had played plays before I ever entered a 
theati'e. I had written plays from the time that I flrst 
witnessed a performance. My love for the di'ama was 
genuine, for it was developed at a period when the 
theatre was an unknown place, and actors a species of 
mythical creatures. I determined to fulfil tlie destiny 
which seemed visibly pointed out by the unerring finger 
of Providence in all t!ie circumstances, associations, and 
vicissitudes of my life, in my intelbctual tastes and 
habits, and the sympathies of my emotional nature. I 
would become an actress. 

Mr. Mowatt's appreciation of the drama was, I think, 
even greater than my own. My wishes met with a 
ready response from him. His only fear was, that I 
had not pliysical strength to endure the excitement and 
fatigue of an arduous vocation. This had to be tested. 

The; consent of one other person was ail I required ; 
it was that of my father, I had not courage person- 
ally to communicate my intentions. Mr. Mowalt, in a 
private, iater view with him, esplaiued the state of his 
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own affkira, the theatrical proposifions I had received, 
and mj- resolves, should these resolutioas meet with hia 
sanction. After fliey had conversed for some time I 
could endure the suspense no longer, and entei-ed the 
room. My father spoke hut two words as I siluntly put 
my arms about his neck. They were, " Brave girl ! " 
Tallsmanic words were they to me ; and ever after, 
when my spirits flagged, they sounded in my ears, and 
cheered me, and stimulated roe, and made me " braye." 
His consent, though not withheld, was given with some 
reluctance. But he had greater fears for roy health 
than for my success. lie assured me — and my ready 
ears drank in the words of promise — that, if I had suf- 
ficient self-possession to act in public aa he had seca 
me perform in private, my success was certain. 

Before I had contemplated the possibility of becom- 
ing an actress, I had partly engaged to write another 
comedy for the Park Theatre. The managers desired 
that the hero should he a young instead of an old man, 
as in Fashion. The part was to he adapted to the 
abilities of Iheir leading juvenile comedian, Mr. C— — . 
This gentleman's performance of tlie Count, in Fashion, 
had won him much well-deserved applause. Mr. C-— — 
was consulted concerning the character which I pur- 
posed writing for him, and paid us several visits. The 
play was abandoned, in consequence of my determina- 
tion to enter the profession ; and this change was at once 
communicated to him. 

I desired lo make my fii-st appearance in some of (he 
cities of the Union wliere I was not personally known, 
and to study and practise my profession befoie I made 
my debut in New York. Mr. C , however, con- 
vinced ua that this course would be unwise. Tlte Park 
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wr.s the one theatre in the Union that could give the 
stamp of legitimacy — my debut must Iip made theie. 
I could afterwards ti'avel and gain expenente btlore I 
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appear on the closing night of the season, at the Park 
Theatre, for hia benefit. He was to travel with us and 
play opposite parts to me for one year, sharing equally 
the proceeds of every engagement. He was to assist in 
conducting the business arrangements, superintend all 
rehearsals, and afford me all the dramatic instruction 
in his power. It was soon represented to us by man- 
agers that this arrangement was hardly a fair one ; but 
Mr, Mowatt was too honorable not (o adhere to a con- 
tract once made, however disadvantageous it might 
prove. 

The instant my projected appearance was announced, 
I had to encounter a flood of remonstrances from 
relatives and friends — opposition in every variety of 
form. But tears, entreaties, thrL'ats, supplicating letters 
could only occasion me muck suffering — they could not 
shake my resolution. 
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Preparatiom for Ddivl. — First Rehearsal with tTie Company. — 
Staffe Fright. — Star Dressing Room. — Call Boy's Aiimaemeid. — 
A Boast opportiaisiy recalled. — Rlsinff of the Curtain. — T&t 
Dfbat. — Second Apptaraace in pvblie. — Walnut Street Theatre. 
— J distresiing Incident.^ Indignation of oaAu^mce.— Pain- 
fill Diieorery. — Conclusion of Engagement. — Fashion performed 
fir Mr. Blake's Bene^, — First Appearance as Gertrude, 

The day of my debut was fixed. It was in the 
month of June, 1845. I had thi'ee weeks only for 
preparation. Incessant study, Iraiiiing, — discipline 
of a kind which the actor-student alone can ap- 
preciate, — were indispensable to perfect success. I 
took fencing lessons, to gain firmness of position and 
freedom of limb. I used dumb bells, to overcome the 
constitutional weakness of my arms and chest. I exer- 
cised my voice during four hours every day, to increase 
its power. I wore a voluminous train for as many 
Lours daily, to learn the graceful management of 
queenly or classic robes. I neglected no means that 
could fit me to realize my beau ideal of Campbell's 

" But tij tlie mightj actor brought, 
Illusion's perfect triumphs come ; 
Verae ceases to be airy thought, 
And sculpture to bo dumb." 

The day before my dehztt, it was necessary that I 
should rehearse with the company. I found this a, 
severer ordeal than performing beibre the public. Once 
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more I stood upon the ilimly-iighted, gloomy stage, 
not now in llie position of an author, to obsei-ve, to 
criticizfi, to suggest, but to be observed, to be criticized, 
very possibly — nay, vmy probably — to be ridiculed, 
if I betrayed the slightest ignoi-ance of what I attempted. 
There is always a half-malicious curiosity amongst 
actora to witness fhe shortcomings of a novice. They 
invariably experience strong inclinations to prophesy 
failure. No wonder; for they know best the nice sub- 
tleties of Iheir own art — the unexpected barriers that 
start up between the neophyte and his goal. 

Only those actors who are engaged in the scene re- 
hearsed are permitted to occupy the stage. The play 
was the Lady of Lyons. Mrs. Vernon, as Madame 
Deschapelles, and I, as Faulioef took our seats to open 
the first scene. The actors crowded around the wings, 
eager to pass judgment on the trembling dehuicmte. 
The stage manager, seated at his table, scanned her 
with cold and scrutinizing eyes. The pale prompter 
laid his book upon his knee, that he might stare at her 
more deliberately. Even the sleepy little call boy, 
regardless of the summons in his hand, put on the sapi- 
ent look and altitude of a critic. 

" If I conld but shut out all these eyes ! " I said to 
myself. Eut, turn whatever way I would, Ihey met 
me — hemmed me in on all sides — girdled me with 
freezing influences. 

After we had taken our seats, there was a moment's 
awful silence. It was broken by Mr. Barry's digni- 
fied (he was alarmingly dignified) " Commence, if you 

Mrs. Vernoa spoke the first lines of the play. By a 
resolute effort, forcing myself into composure, I replied. 
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I cannot tell why, but the sound of my own voice, dis- 
tinct and untremnlous, reassured me. The Enbicott 
was passed. I thought no more of the surrounding 
eyes, so full of " speculation " — of tiie covert ill wishes 
— of the -eciet condemnations. I gave myself up to 
the pait, and acted with all the abandon and intensity 
of which I was capable. 

During the rehearsal of the third act, 1 was startled 
by a sudden burst of applause. It came from a crowd 
of actors at the side scenes — an involuntary and most 
unusual tribute. To say that it produced no effect upon 
me would be affectation. For a moment my eijuanimity 
was pleasurably destroyed. I had liisted the first drop 
in the honeyed cup of success. 

" Go on, if you please — go on," said Mr. Bariy, no- 
ticing the pause — and I went on. 

The play continued and ended without further inter- 
ruption, IVhen it wag over, the company gathered 
around me with|tOkcns of undisguised interest. From 
many lips I received the delightful assurance that, if I 
was not frightened at night, I should achieve a great 
triumph. 

" I shall not be frightened," I answered confidently. 

"Not be fnghtened!" i-eilerated Mr. Skerrelt, (he 
was at that time the low comedian of the Park Thea- 
tre;) "don't 'lay any such flattering unction to your 
soul.' "When night comes, you will be frightened half 
out of your senses — you don't know what staz/s Jright 

" I have a talisman to keep off stage fright — the 
motive that brings me upon the stage." 

" We shall see ! " was his incredulous answer. 

None but .actors can thoroughly comprehend tlie 
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meaning of (he appalling words "stage friglif," — the 
iiightmiire of the profession — a sensation of icy ter- 
ror, to Mliicli no language can give adequate utterance. 
I have seen veteran actors, who had studied some new 
character until every sylliible of the author seemed 
indelibly written on their brains, — who had rehearsed 
their parts with the most telling enthusiasm, — who 
gloried in the prospect of making n "hit," — at last, 
when night came, and tiiey stood before the footlights to 
imbody the ideal creation for the first time, 1 have seen 
them seized with a sudden tremor — their utterance 
chohed — their eyes rolling about, or fixed on va- 
cancy — their limbs shaking, and every fj.culty par- 
alyzed. 

I was not initiated into the horrors of " stage fright" 
on the first night of my performance. But the dramatic 
incubus visited me in its worst form on an equally im- 
portant occasion. !Nor was iJie attack the sole one in 
my professional life. By what magic the demon can be 
exoi-ciaed, remains an undiscovered mystery. 

The moi'ning of my debut was passed with my sisters. 
Scarcely an allusion was made to the trying event 
which must take place that evening. The rich apparel, 
spread out upon the bed, received its finishing touches 
at their hands, and was consecrated by a few silent 
tears. One of my sisters only — Julia, the youngest — 
had courage to be present when that attire was worn. 

My costume was chosen by Mrs. Vernon, almost the 
first actress with whom I became acquainted — a lady 
highly respected and beloved in the profession. Her 
name and that of her relatives have done honor to the 
stage for a lon_g series of years. 

As we drove to the theatre at night, the carriage 
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passed my fati h TI re waa a group at tlie 

window watoh f Handkerchiefs waved as 

long as we wer ght, 

I cannot Iielj In h t sort of place Ihe world 
in general Jma^ t! 1 ssing room " to be. In 

the days of my I p umed that it was a sort 

of boudoir, pre! 1) d f tably furnished, to whieh 
the prineoasea f tl t I ed to take their luxuri- 

ous ease. But h d ff 1 The " star dressing 

room " i^ usually a 11 I -like apartment, with a 
few strips of w 11 n b carpet oa the floor, A 

rude wooden =1 If In ne side of the wall, and 

serves aa a di g t hi A dingy looking glass, a 
couple of supe d h a rickety washstand, — 

these ai'e, genenllj p k 1 e richest luxuries of the 
locality. Such waa the "star dressing room" (o which 
1 was introduced at the Park Theatre, Mr. Mowatt'a 
requeat obtained for me a liliputian sofa, so particularly 
hard that it was at once recognizable as a theatrical 
" property " — a thing of sham, designed for tlie decep- 
tion of an audience. I believe even tiie demand for 
this delusive accesaory to comfort was considered very 
unreasonable. 

I was just dressed when there came a slight lap upon 
tlie door, accompanied by the wonla, " Pauline, you are 
called." 

I opened the door. The call hoy stood without — 
the inaeparable long strip of paper between his fingers. 
I inquired who he wanted. 

"ToQ, ma'am ; you are called." 

""What a singular piece of familiarity ! " I thought 
to myself. "It is I whom he is addressing as 'Pau- 
line.' " I did not suspect that it waa customary to 



Hosted bv Google 



Tli AUTOBIOCK.^rill OF AN ACTRESS. 

call the performers liy the names of the characlGi's as- 
sumed. 

" Calleil for what ? " I inquired, in a manner that was 
intended to impress the daring offender with a sense of 
the reppect due to me 

" For wAotf" he retoited, prolongmg the whol vnth 
an indeseribably Lumorou? emphasis, and thmatmg his 
tongue against his cheek, "whj, fot the stige, to be 
sure ! Thai's the what ' " 

" O ! " ivas ali I could saj , ind the little nrchm lan 
down stairs smothering his lauglitei Its echo, liow- 
ever, reached me from the greenroom, uLeie ifter 
making his "call," he hid piobably rehted my un>o 
phistieated inquiry. 

At that moment Mr Mowntf, came to condurt me to 
the stage. Jlrs. Vernon, who plajed my mothei, was 
already sealed at a small table in Madame De&chipelles' 
drawing room. I took my phce off a sofa oppo!ite 
to her, holding in my hand a, migmflcent bouquet, 
Claude's supposed offenng to Pauhne 

After a few whispered woids of eacoui-agement, Mr 
Mowatt left me, to mlness the perform mce fiom the 
front of the house. Somebolj spread my Piuhne 
Bcarf on the chair beside me Somebody ehe amnged 
the folds of my train symmetrically. Somebody's fingers 
gathered into their place a few stmy curls. The stage 
manager gave the order of " Clear the stage, ladies and 
gentlemen," and I lieard sound the little bell for the 
raising of the curtain. 

Until that moment I do not think a pulse in my 
frame had quickened its beating. But then I waa 
seized with a stifling sensation, as though I were chok- 
ing. I could only gasp out, " Hot yet — I cannot ! " 
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Of course, there was general confusion. Managers, 
actors, prompter, all rushed on the stage ; some offered 
water, some scent bottles, some fanned me. Every body 
seemed prepared to witness a fainting fit, or aa attack 
of hysteria;, or something equally ridiculous, I was 
arguing with myself against the absurdity of this ungov- 
ernable emotion — this humiJiating exhibition — and 
making a desperate endeavor to regain my self-posses- 
sion, when Mr. Skerrett thrust his comic face over 
somebody's shoulder. He looked at me with an expres- 
sion of quizzical exultation, and exclaimed, — 

"Didn't I tell you so? Where's all the courage, 
eh?" 

The words recalled my boast of the morning; or 
rather, they recalled the recollections upon which that 
boast was founded. My composure returned as rapidly 
as it had departed. I laughed at my own weakness. 

" Are you getting better ? " kindly inquired the sts^e 

" Let the curtain rise ! " was the satisfactory answer. 

Mr. Barry clapped his hands, — a signal for the stage 
to be vacated, — the crowd at once disappeared. Ma- 
dame Deschapelles and Pauline sat alone, as before. 
ITie (inkling bell of warning rang, and the curtain 
slowly ascended, disclosing first the footlights, then the 
ocean of heads beyond them in the pit, then the bril- 
liant array of ladies in the boxes, tier after tier, and 
finallythe thronged galleries. I found those footligbta 
an invaluable aid to the necessary illusion. They 
formed a dazzling barrier, that separated the spectator 
from the ideal world in which the actor dwelt. Their 
glare prevented the eye from being distracted by ob- 
jects without the precincts of that luminous aemidrcle. 
15 
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They were a friendly profection, a warm comfort, an 
idealizing auxiliary. 

The debutante was greeted warmly. This was hut 
a matter-of-course compliment paid by a New York 
audience to the daughter of a well-known citizen. 

"Bow! bow!" whispered a voice from behind the 
scenes. And I obediently bent my head. 

" Bow to your right ! " said the voice, between the in- 
tervals of applause. 1 bowed to the right. 

" Bow to the left ! " 1 bowed to the left. 

" Bow again 1 " I bowed again and again while the 
noisy welcome lasted. 

The play commenced, and, with the first words I 
.uttered, I concentrated my thoughts, and fried to forget 
that I had any existence save that of the scoi'nfu! 
Lady of Lyons. "When we rose from our seats and 
approached the footlights, Mrs, Vernon gave my hand 
a reassuring pressure. It was a kindness scarcely 
needed. I had lost all sensation of alarm. The play 
progressed as smoothly as it commenced. In the third 
act, where Pauline first discovers the treachery of 
Claude, the powers of the actress begin to be tested. 
Every point told, and was rewarded with an inspiring 
burst of applause. The audience had determined to 
blow into a flame the faintest spark of merit. 

In the fourth act, I became greatly exhausted with 
the unusual excitement and esertion. There seemed a 
probability that I would not have physical strength to 
enable me to finish the performance. Mrs. Vernon lias 
often laughingly reminded me how she shook and 
pinched me when I was lying, lo all appearance, ten- 
derly clasped in her arms. She maintains that, by these 
means, she constantly roused i 
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ful and accidental reality. 

The play ended, fie curtain fell. It would be im- 
possible to describe my sensations of relief as I watched 
that welcome screen of coarse, greea baize slowly un- 
rolling itself and dropping between the audience and 
the slage. Tliea came the call before the curtain — the 
crossing the stage in front of the footlights. Mr. 

C led me out. The whole house rose, even the 

ladies — a compliment seldom paid. I think it rained 
flowers ; for bouquets, wreaths of silver, and wreaths of 
laurel f.dt in showers around us. Cheer followed 
cheer as ihey were gathered up and laid in my 
arms. The hats of gentlemen and handkcrchiefe of 
ladies waved oa esery side. I courte^ied my thanks, 
and the welcome green curtain once more shut out the 
brilliant assemblage. Then came the deeper, truer 
sense of thankfulness. The trial was over; th^'dehv- 
tante had stood the test; she had not mistaken the 
career which had been clearly pointed out as the one 
for which she was destined. 

The carriage slopped at my father's house as we drove 
home. He had heard the wheels, and opened the coach 
door himself. Fondly and closely was one occupant 
of tliat carriage pressed to his heart. My sense of 
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distinctive appreciation must have been blunted indeed 
if his words of congratulation did not fall sweeter upon 
my ears than all the applause that was still echoing 
within them. lie had witnessed the performance 
from a private box, but I had cot been aware of his 
presence. 

The next morning the press were unanimous in com- 
mendation. The journals of the day were filled with 
gratifying predictions — prophecies that have not re- 
mained wholly unrealized. 

Offers of engagements in all the principal theatres 
throughout the Union now poured in upon us. The 
first engagement that we accepted was at the Walnut 
Street Theatre, Philadelphia, where Fashion had been 
produced. 

I made my appearance there a few nights after my 
debut in JSIew Torlt. If I had abundant cause for 
gratitude and self-congratulation on the fii-st night of 
my appearance in public, I suffered enough upon the 
second to atone for all the elation or vanity of which 1 
may have been guilty. 

Mr. C 's contract stipulated that he should play 

opposite characters to me in whatever theatre we ap- 
peared. Mr. Wheatley was an established favorite at 
the Walnut Street Theatre. He had enacted, to the 
satisfaction of the audience, the same rdle that Mr. 
C was called upon to assume. The manager re- 
monstrated at Mr, 'Wbeatley's being displaced ; various 
friends assured us that the public would demand him 

as my support ; but what could be done? Mr. C 

had the right of supporting me by contract; he could 
not be asked to forego a right so advantageous. Bad 
he been asked, he would certainly have given an indig- 
nant refusal. 
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The play was the Lady of Lyons. The house was 
crowded to ila utmost capacity. For the second time 
I took my seat upon the small sofa to represent Pauline 
Deschapelles. The curtain rose. The welcome was 
fully as cordial as in New York. The first act and 
the second act passed off uninterruptedly as before. 
In the third, Pauline is thrown constantly with Claude. 
I observed that Mr, C-— — hesitated, in the words of 
his part; now and thea he spoke in a thick voice ; he 
walked with an unsteady step ; and when the business 
of the play required him to lake my hand, his own 
trembled violently, 

" This is what actors call ' stage fright, ' " was my 
internal reflection ; " he knows that the audience de- 
sire Mr. Wheatley in this part ; and he is so much 
alarmed that he cannot act." 

This misplaced emotion, as I thought it, on the part 
of Claude, distracted my attention, and prevented my 
identifying myself with the character of Pauline. 

In the fourth act, during the scene between tie 
widow and Pauline, Beauseant and Pauline, I began to 
recover my suspended faculties. Claude enters ; and 
with the first words he uttered came that sound, 
more fearful than all others to an actor's ears — a hiss 
■ — a faint n 11 a h ss II d Claude groan and 
ejaeulate m h n a und ne. I feit indignant 
at the w t f ty displ yed by the audience. 

As the a t ad n d th h were repeated when- 

ever he sf k A u n t fal e notes in a concert 

could not ha n e j n fiect upon the nerves. 

I could scarcely remember a line of my part, and, im- 
mediately &ii&T the curtain fell, had not the slightest recol- 
lecUon how the act ended. 



Hosted bv Google 



230 AUTO BIOGRAPHY OF AN ACIKKSS. 

After a change of atfire, Pauline appears alone in tlie 
fifth act. Wlien the scene opened, the audience loudly 
testified by their greeting that no share of their dis- 
pleasure was intended for me. I was too muuh agitated 
to attempt to personate Pauline as I had done oo a pre- 
vious occasion. 1 mechanically uttered the words of 
the test. The anticipation of Claude's appearance, 
which must take place in a lew moments, had filled me 
with dread — a fear that was too well founded. The 
audience allowed him to enter, and were silent, Pauline 
makes her appeal to Colonel Damas ; Claude advances, 
and she approaches him. Without looking at him, I 
hurried over the language of the part, not waiting for 
his few words of reply, and turned to the tHblc nheie 
the father and mother of Pauluie weie Be<»led Then 
Claude must apeak. The hisses of the audience were 
deafening. The theatre seemed suddenly filled with 
snakes. I turned round instinitively, the pit had risen 
in a body with evident intention of vjoienn (I ■»ftei 
wards heard that they were prepared to fling bnckbits 
at the offending Claude.) I did not au pett m what 

manner Mr. C had desened their dipkisur 

That he chanced to he an En^li hman w \=, I unigmc 1, 
his principal crime ; and the audience tho'-f tli it I 
should appear with my own country man, Mr "W he itlej , 
their avowed favorite. 

Advancing to the front of the atage, I rapidly en- 
treated their forbearance. What I said I have not the 
remotest idea ; for I acted on impulse, and under strong 
excitement, believing that I was only preventing a gross 
injustice. Instantaneously every seat was resumed. A 
dead sOence prevailed while I spoke, and applause took 
the pla«e of hisses. There were too many true gentle- 
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men present for Mr. C to have any thing further to 

fear, little as he merited the defence. A faint attempt 
was made to conclude the play. The audience offered 
no opposition, and in a few minutes the curtain fell. 

I was, unwilling to respond to the " call," but yielded 

to the request of the managers. Mr. C offered to 

lead me out. I knew that it was unwise to accept his 
services, but I could not refuse them without wounding 
him moi-e deeply. He Stooped to gather the bouquets 
with which the audience, in anticipation of a perform- 
ance very difierent from the one they had witnessed, 
came supplied. Then 1 noticed that he reeled fi-om side 
to side, and, after bending down, eould scarcely regain hia 
equilibrium. I thought it very strange that his " stage 
fright" deprived him of the faculty of moving about 
without staggering, when the play was ended. The in- 
stant we were behind the scenes again, he gave way to 
an extravagant burst of grief, ajid darted ofT, followed 
by several of his friends. 

Mr. Mowatt was leading me to my dressing room 
when I overheard the Madame DeschapeUes of the 
evening say to another lady, " He got no more than he 
deserved — I wish they had brickbated him — - the 
man was as drunk as he could he ! " 

" What a shame ! " I involuntarily exclaimed, turning 
to Mr, Mowatt; "did you hear what that woman 
said?" 

" Yes," he replied, " and it is too true. I saw you 
did not suspect his situation, and purposely left you in 
ignorance." 

Suspect it? The idea that he was intoxicated never 
once entered my head. Kor was it remai'kable that I 
should not have recognized the workings of the enemy 
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which "men put into their mouths to steal away their 
brains ; " for up to that period it had been my fortune 
to witness few similar exhibitions. 

The painful impressions of that wretched night very 
nearly gave me a distaste for tie profession — hut I 
had not entered it for amusement. 

The nest night Mr. C made an apology to the au- 
dience, stating that he had been led info an unwonted 
indiscretion while " dining out," and entreating their 
indulgence. They pardoned him nominoUy, but rarely 
bestowed upon his best efforts any evidence of approval. 
The engagement was a trying one, and I rejoiced when 
it was concluded. The houses were hut half tilled, and 
I labored under a sense of depression which nothing 

At the close of the fortnight Mr. C returned to 

New York, and I remained one night in Philadelphia to 
appear for the benefit of Mr. Blake, the stage manager. 
He selected Fashion as the play to be represented, and 
persuaded me to enact Gertrude. The character affords 
no opportunity for the display of dramatic abilities, and 
I reluctantly consented. Once more an audience as 
fashionable and as crowded as the one which witnessed 
the miseries of my first night in Philadelphia graced the 
theatre. Mr. Wheatley appeared in his original part 
of the Count, and was received with enthusiasm. Mr. 
Blake's Adam Trueman was more truthful and touching 
than ever. The play could not on any occasion have 
given more satisfaction. 
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Mrs. EaUer's colored Deteendantt." Incident (n Charleston.— 
Address to the Charleston Vohmteeri. — Comptimentimj Eniertaia- 
tnent in SavtarmJi. — Reiatioaship mhich Actors hold to each other. 

"We made the tour of the United States, and met 
■with an nninlerrupted series of successes. 

Evefy night not consumed in traveiling was engaged 
at various theatres for a year in advance. In New 
York we fulfilled a long engagement at Niblo's, but did 
Dot appear again at the Park Theatre until spring. In 
that first year I acted two hundred nights. 

"When I made my dlbut I was only prepared in one 
part ; yet, before the close of the year, 1 had enacted 
all the most popular chai'acters in juvenile comedy 
and tragedy. From this fact some estimate may be 
formed of the amount of study requisite. Often after 
a protracted rehearsal in the morning, and an ai-duoua 
performance at night, I returned home from the theatre 
wearied out in mind and body ; yet I dared not rest. 
The character to be represented on the succeeding night 
Btill required several hours of reflection and application. 
Sometimes I kept myself awake hy hathing my heavy 
eyes and throbbing temples witk iced water as I com- 
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mitted the words to memorj. Sornctimcs I could only 
battle with the (uigel who 

" Knita up the ravelled aleeye of care " 

ty 3 ipidh I iLing the room while I studied. Now and 
th n I wia fd,iily conquered, and fell asleep over my 

Stnnge to a-iy, my health, instead of failing entirely, 
as >4as predicted, visibly improved. The deleterious 
effects of kte hours were counteracted by constant ex- 
ercise, an anmialmg exhilarating pursuit, and the all- 
polent nepenthe of inner peace, I gained new vigor 
and eltstieitj With the additional burden ciime the 
added stiength wheieby it could be borne. 

As miy be readily imagined, I was often weary to 
exhaustion e^en dniing the performance. On one oc- 
ca'-ion mj fitigue ^eiy nearly placed me in a predica- 
ment IS iwLiiard to me as it would have-been amusing 
to the audience We were fulfilling a long engagement 
at Niblo's I was plijing Lady Teazle in the School 
for Scandal When Lady Teazle, at the announcement 
of Sir Peter, is concealed behind the screen in Joseph 
Surface's library, she is compelled to remain a quarter 
of an hour, or perhaps twenty mijiutes, in this confine- 
ment. I was dreadfully fatigued, and glad of the op- 
portunity to rest. There was no chair. At first I 
knelt for relief. Becoming tired of that position, I 
quietly laid myself down, and, regardless of Lady Tea- 
zle's ostrich plumes, made a pillow of my arms for my 
head. I listened to Placide's moat humorous persona- 
tion of Sir Peter for a while ; but gradually bis voice 
grew more and more indistinct, melting into a soothing 
■, and then was heard no more. I fell into a. 
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profound sleep. When Charles Surface ia announced, 
Sir Peter is hurried by Joseph into the closet. Lady 
Teazle (according to Shei'idan) peeps from behind tlie 
screen, and intimates to Joseph (he propriety of locking 
Sir Peter in, and proposes her own escape. At the 
sound of Charles Surface's step, she steals behind 
the screen again. The cue was given, but no Lady 
Teazle made her appearance. She waa slumbering in 
happy unconsciousness that theatres were ever instiluted. 
Mr. Jones, the prompter, supposing that I had for- 
gotten my part, ran to one of the wings from which he 
could obtain a view behind the screen. To his mingled 
diversion and consternation, he beheld Lady Teazle 
placidly sleeping upon the floor. Of course, he could 
not reach her. I have often heard him relate the fran- 
tic manner in which he shouted, in an imploring stage 
whisper, " Mrs. Mowatt, wake up ! For goodness' sake, 
wake up ! Charles Surface is just going to pull the 
screen down! "Wake «p ! Youll be caught by the 
audience asleep I Wake up ! Good gracious, do wake 

I have some confused recollection of hearing the 
words " wake up ! wake up 1" As T opened my heavy 
eyes, they fell upon Mr. Jones, making the most violent 
gesticulations, waving about his prompt book, and almost 
dancing in the excitement of his alarm. The hand of 
Charles Surface was already on the screen. I sprang 
to my feet, hardly remembering where I was, and had 
barely time to smooth down my train when the screen 
felL A moment sooner, and how would the slumbering 
I>ady Teazle, suddenly awakened, have contrived to im- 
press the audience with the sense of her deep contri- 
tion for her imprudence ! how persuaded her husband 
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that she had discovered her injustice to liim during Ler 
pleasant nap 1 

The second characfer whiuh I enacted was Juliana, 
in Tohin's comedy of the Honeymoon. I plead guilty 
to the bad taste of delineating with especial delight the 
piquant shrewishness of the " painter's daughter." 

My third characler was (he Bride of Lammermoor. 

And then, with timid reverence, I ventured to bow 
the knee at the shrine of the mighty master. My 
whole being merged itself into the impassioned exist- 
ence of Shakspeare's Juliet. 

Dui-ing the drudgery of rehearsal, the actor di-opa 
disenchanted from the realms of cloudland, where he 
dwelt with the ideal creations of the poet. The incon- 
gruous elements that compose, the frigid atmosphere 
that pervades, a theatre blind his mental vision. He 
struggles in vain to catch the golden rays that flooded 
his spirit in its serene seclusion. The prismatic hues 
of imagination fade into utier darkness before the con* 
ventionslities of his profession. All the delicacies of 
his inspired conception suddenly vanish, and he stands 
with the bare, cold outline of what he designed, before 
him, powei'less to clothe it with beauty. Thus I felt 
when I first attempted to rehearse Juliet, Disap- 
pointed and dispirited, I tunied wearily from the task. 

But when night comes, and the actor lays aside his 
personality with his every-day garments, the Prome- 
thean fire is rekindled — he reascends the height from 
which he fell in the mommg — external circumstances 
lie beneath his feet — his gaze is npward, not down- 
ward — he not imbodies merely, but ensouls the ema- 
nation of the poet's mind. Such were my experiences 
when I first had the hardihood to enact Juliet. 
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No character ever excited me more intensely. Ju- 
liet's dagger, loo impetuously used, more than once drew 
blood. But I found the sensation of stabbing one's self 
any thing but poetic; the daggei-'s point was conse- 
quently dulled info harmlessness. Once I forgot this 
necessary appendage of the heroine in the last act. 
Eomeo, who was lying dead upon the ground, was better 
provided. As I stooped to loosen the steel from bis 
girdle, the poisoned lover, who was aware of my stab- 
bing episodes, came suddenly to life, and whispered, in 
& sepulchral tone, "Look out — it's very sharp — you'll 
stab yourself." 

I well remember my sensations the first time I was 
ever laid in Juliet's tomb. The i'riar tells her that, ac- 
cording to the custom of her country, she shall be borne 

" In her best robes, uncOTeted, on the bier." 

Adhering to the text, I have since worn bridal attire in 
place of the shroud-like dress usually adopted by stage 
Juliets, But that night a loose white muslin robe, 
drawn in folds around the throat, and fastened with a 
cord at the waist, was the garment accidentally chosen 
for me. It was too palpably suited lo the bier. The 
walls of the tomb were hung with black. An antique 
lamp, that shed a luridly -green light upon my face, was 
suspended from the centre of the sombre, though tem- 
porary, enclosure. As I lay waiting for Eomeo to kill 
Paris and break open the doors of the sepulchre, I 
overheard the whispered conversation of some scene 
shiflera who stood without. They were each holding a 
cord attached to the doors of the tomb. The cords, ac- 
cording to stage direction, were to be loosened at the 
third blow of Romeo's " wrenching iron." The worthy 
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scene shifters passed senteace of death upon me with 
admirable sang froid, and decided that I would soon be 
lying "for good" and "in earnest" where I was then 
reposing as Juliet's representative — in the tomb. 

To use the expressive language of one of the men, I 
was " booked for the other world, and no mistake ! " 
Their grave predictions were interrupted by Borneo's 
first blow upon the door. I was not particularly soiTy 
when the funereal portals flew back, and he bore me 
out of the mock sepulchre. 

Juliet was one of the characters in which I seemed 
fated to be placed in constant peril of life or limb. 
Several times the baleonj', from which the loving lady 
of Verona makes her midnight confession to Eoraeo, 
was dangerously insecure. Once a portion of the rail- 
ing, over which I was leaning, forgetful of its repre- 
sentative nahire, gave way. Had I not dropped sud- 
denly on my knees, Juliet must have been precipitated 
into Romeo's arms before he expected her, and very 
probably would not have visited "Friar Lawrence's cell 
that night. 

One evening, the property mar, — so the individual 
who has the charge of potions, amulets, caskets of jewels, 
purses filled with any quantity of golden coin, and other 
theatrical treasures, designated as stage properties, is 
styled — forgot the bottle cont^ning Juliet's sleeping 
potion. The omission was only discovered at the mo- 
ment the vial was needed. Some bottle must be fur- 
nished to the Friar, or he cannot utter the solemn charge 
with which he confides the di-ug to the perplexed scion 
of the Capulets. The property man, confused at discov- 
ering his own neglect, and fearful of the fine to which it 
would subject him, caught up the first small bottle at 
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hand, and gave !t to the Friar. The vial was the 
prompter's, and contained inL When Juliet snatched 
the fatal potion from the Friar's hand, he whispered 
something in an undertone. I caught the words, "so 
take care," but was too absorbed in my part to compre- 
hend the warning. Juliet returns home — meets her 
parents — retires to her own ehamher — dismisses her 
nurse — and finally drinks the potion. At the words, — 

" Romeo ! this do I drink to tliee ! " 

I placed the bottle to my lips, and unsuspiciously swal- 
lowed the inky draft! The dark stain upon my hands 
and lips might have been mistaken for the quick work- 
ings of the poison, for the audience remained ignorant of 
Ihe mishap, which I oply half comprehended, When the 
scene closed, Ihe prompter rushed up to me, exclaiming, 
" Good gracious ! you have betn drinking from my bot- 
tle of ink ! " I could not resist the temptation of quoting 
the remark of tlie dying wit under similar circum- 
stances — " Let me swallow a sheet of blotting paper I " 
The frightened prompter, however, did not understand 
the joke. 

The misfortunes that attended the representation of 
Eomeo and Juliet that night did not all fall upon me. 
The pait of Paris was intrusted to a promising young 
novice. He delivered the language with scholarly pre- 
cision, and might have passed for an actor luitil he 
came to the fighting scene with Eomeo, Eomeo dis- 
armed liim with a facility which did great credit to the 
good nature of Paris, for whom life had, of course, lost 
its charms with Juliet, It then became the duty of 
Paris, who is mortally wounded, to die. The Paris 
on this occasion took his death blow very kindly. His 
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dying preparations were made with praiseworthy de- 
liberation. First he looked over one shoulder, and then 
over the other, to find a soft place where he might fall 
— it was evidently his intention to yield up hia exist- 
ence as comfortably as possible. Having satisfied him- 
self in the selection of an advantageous spot, he dropped 
down gently, breaking his descent in a manner not al- 
together describable. As he softly laid himself back, 
he informed Eomeo of t!ie calamity that had befallen 
him by ejaculating, — 

" O, I am slain ! " 

The audience hissed tieir rebellion at such an easy 

"If thou art merciM — " 

continued Paris — the audience hissed more loudly still, 
as though calling upon Borneo to show no mercy to ii 
man who i3ied so luxuriously. 

" Open tho fomb, and " 

faltered Paris — *ut what disposition he preferred to 
be made of tho mortal mould, upon which he had be- 
stowed such cai-e, no Romeo could have heard ; for tha 
redoubled hisses of the audience drowned all other 
sounds, and admonished Paris to precipitate his depart- 
ure to the other world. 

The next day, the young aspirant for dramatic dis- 
tinction was summoned by the manager, and asked what 
he meant by dying in such a manner on the night 
previous. 

" Why, I thought tJiat I did the thing in the most 
gentlemanly style," replied the discomfited Thespian. 

" How came jou to look behind you, sir, before you 
fell ? " angrily inquired the manager. 
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" Surely you wouldn't have had me drop down with- 
out looking out to see what I was going to strike 
against ? " 

" Do you suppose a man, when he is killed in reality, 
looks behind him for a convenient spot before he falls, 
sir?" 

" But I wasn't killed in reality, and I was afraid of 
dislocating my shoulder ! " pleaded Paris. 

" Ainud of dislocating your shoulder ! If you are 
afraid of breaking your leg or your neck either, when 
you are acting," said the stem manager, "you're not fit 
for this profession. Your instinct of self-preservation 
ia too large for an actor's economy. You're dismissed, 
sir; there's no employment here for persons of your 
cautious temperament," 

There are two distinct schools of acting, and it is a 
disputed point which is the greater. The actor of the one 
school totally loses his own individualitj', and abandons 
himself to all the absorbing emotions that belong to the 
character he interprets. His tears are real, his Inugh- 
ter real, as real to himself as to the audience. Fre- 
quently Ihey are more real to himself than to his listen- 
ers ; for the capacity of feeling, and the faculty of ex- 
pressing the sensation experienced, are widely different. 
The current upon which the actor is borne away may, 
or may not, be strong enough to bear the spectator upon 
ita bosom. Byron says, — 

" The poet eiiims our tears ; bat by your leare, 
Before we shed them, let us see Mm grieve! " 

But audiences say nothing of the kind. They are ofl- 
ener moved by what is simulated than by what is felt. 
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The paste jewel glitters more lirightly in their ejes 
than the diamond of pure water. 

The actor of an opposite school, if he he a thorough 
artist, is more certsiiii of producing slartling effects. 
He stands unmoved amidst the boisterous seas, the 
whirlwinds of passion, swelling around him. He exer- 
cises perfect command over the emotions of the audi- 
ence ; seems to hold their heartstrings in his hands, 
to play upon their sympathies as on an instrument ; 
to electrify or suhdue his hearers by an effort of volition ; 
but not a pulse in his own frame beats more rapidly 
than its wont. His personations are cut out of marble ; 
they are grand, sublime, hut no heart throbs within the 
life-like sculpture. Such was the school of the gi'eat 
Talma. This absolute power over others, combined 
with perfect self-command, is pronounced by a certain 
class of critics the perfection of dramatic art. 

I have acted with distinguished tragedians, who, after 
some magnificent burst of pathos which seemed wrung 
from the inmost depths of the soul, while the audience 
were deafening themselves, and us, with their frantic 
applause, quietly turned to their brethren with a comical 
grimace and a few muttered words of satirical humor 
that caused an irresistible burst of laughter. Heads 
■were turned away, and handkerchiefs stuffed into mouths, 
but the "star of the goodlie companie" stood rapt in 
unconsciousness, very touching to the audience, but par- 
ticularly trying to the convulsed actors. 

This singular faculty of keeping a " stage existence " 
totally distinct from the actor's own personality, has 
many times been ludicrously exhibited to me. I men- 
tion an illustrative occasion. 

I was fulfilling an engagement in one of the English 
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provincial towns. The play was the Stranger. An old- 
eslablished favorite of that audience enacted the Stran- 
ger, and with considerable power. It was the first night 
this gentleman had assumed an opposite character to 
me. We had never exchanged words, except a cour- 
teous "good morning" when we met at rehearsal, and 
a "good evening" at night. The play had made a 
deep impression upon the audience. During the fifth 
act, when Mrs. Haller implores her injured husband to 
allow her to behold her children once more, the sound 
of weeping throughout the house was distinctly audible 
upon the stage. Mrs, Haller had just spoken the 
words, " Let me hiss the features of their father in his 
babes, and I will kneel to you, and part with them for- 
ever." 

The Stranger turned to raise me from, my knees, 
and, as he did so, whispered, in the most lachrymose 
voice, " Poor things, they want umbrellas in front ! " 
Then, in precisely the same tone, he uttered aloud the 
words of his part — "Willingly, Adelaide. I have de- 
spatched a servant for them to the neighboring village, 
lie should be back by this time. When he arrives, 
they shall be conducted to the castle. They may 
remain with you until daybreak. Then they must go 
with me ! " 

The sobs of the audience increased. In the same 
tone of deep anguish the Stranger murmured, as he 
again leaned over me, " It's raining so fast in the boxes 
that those poor fellows in the pit will catch their death 
of cold. I'd belter send umbrellas round!" Not a 
muscle of hia countenance changed ; his face retained 
its heart-broken expression, and he sadly and deliber- 
ately wiped the supposed tears from his eyes. 
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1 had no such control over my risible propensities. 
I could only bury my face in my handkerchief; but for- 
tunately the laughter which I could not suppress had an 
hjstencil sound not imppropriate to Mrs Hallfr 

No araoun of t dy d c j 1 ne could have e al led 
me to belo g to the grand and pa> onlp s chool I 
1 e er succeeded st rr ng he hea of o he s unl I 
wa^ deeply affected my elf Tl e p t n^, off of If 
eo sc IS ess as w h n e he fi mpe a e ei ment 
of success le I a„ree vilh those who mi nta that 
the h ghest school of art s that n wl cl tl p actor 
Prospe o 1 ke ra e or t lis tempestuous waves by t! e 
magical force of his will — produces and controls, irnth- 
out sharing, the emotions of his audience. 

The anecdote I have just related is not the only ludi- 
crous one associated in my mind with the play of the 
Stranger. An amusing incident occurred one night 
during that play's representation in Savannah. I was 
informed at rehearsal that the two children, who usually 
appeared as Mrs. nailer's forsaken little ones, were ill. 
No other children could be obtained. Yet children 
were indispensable adjuncts in the last scene. The play 
could not be changed at such hasty notice. What could 
be done ? 

I was walking up and down behind the scenes, very 
much annoyed, and wondering how the difficulty could 
be ovci-come, when the person who temporarily officiated 
as my dressing maid accosted me. She was an exceed- 
ingly pretty mulatto girl. She saw that I was distressed 
about the absent children, and, with a great deal of hes- 
itation, offered to supply the deficiency. I brightened 
at the prospective deliverance &om our dilemma, and, 
telling her that I would be much obliged, iiic[uired to 
whom the children belonged. 
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" Tliey are mine, ma'am," she answered, timidly. " I 
have a couple of pretty little oaes very much at your 
service." 

"Yours?" I answered, aghast at the information. 
"Tours? Why, Mrs. Haller'a children aro supposed 
to be whit«. I am afraid yours won't very readily pass 
for mine ; " and I could hardly help laughing at the 
supposition. 

Tlie young woman took my distressed merriment 
good naturedly, and replied, " 0, my cliildren are not 
very black, seeing as how their father is altogether 
white ! " 

" Do you really think they would pass for white 
children ? " 

" Why, (he little girl has blue eyes, and they have 
both got hair nearly as light as yours ; then you might 
powder them up a bit, if you thought besl." 

I sent her for the chOdren. They were really lovely 
little creatures, with clear, cream-colored complexioaa, 
and hair that fell in showers of waving ringlels. I de- 
cided at once that they would do, and told her to bring 
them at night in their prettiest dresses, to which I 
would add any needful additions. 

The children do not make their appearance until the 
last act. After retouching tbeir toilets, instructing them 
in what tbey had to do, and feeding them with sugar 
plums, I told their mother to make them a bed with 
shawls in the comer of my dressing room. She did so, 
and they slept quietly through four acts of the play. 
We gently awakened them for the fifth act. But their 
sleep was too thoroughly the sweet, deep slumber of 
happy childhood to be easily dispelled. With great diffi- 
culty I made them comprehend where they were, and 
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what they must do E f 5i Pi'j ^ P' 

failed to entuclyaious th m 11 1 pj h 1 11 

drop upon their prettj d 1 Id 11yd 

vomed the bonbons will d J 

The curiam Ind ris 1 tl hll t n 

upon the stage Ildhmlh d 

them in chaise of T 1 Ik d th 

stage, holding a chdl 1 1 d Tl h d 

hardly mj,de their app 1 tl 1 1 1 g 1 

thoroughlj awakened by h d 1 g 1 It g 
frightened look at the 1 b k y f m T 

cis, and, shrieking !o dly h d p d d 1 

stage, trying to hnd m h 1 1 1 h 

might escape. The d 1 1 1 1 1 1 

and the gallenes appla IdhptTlp 11 
girl grew more and m 1 Id d F [ I 

her, dragging her biotl f 1 m Th p t 1 

exercise, added to his t m d ! d 

the boy. He ecreata d t d 1 

desperate struggles, obta d h hb ty F h d 

now both children to 1 b t th t Th boy 

he soon captured and ght p d h 
tinuinghistlightaflerth g 1 SI as fi lly d 

The diUdren, accord! g t d ( 1 

taken through a little d t! 1 t t 1 

stage. Francis, pant g w 1 1 d d 

them to the door, whi lljhdp li ft 

The struggling childre 1 k d t t th H 

They fancied it was th g d h 1 1 1 d 

persons are liable toh ii liftlyref d Ih 
streets after a certain hour without a " pass." 

Clinging to Francis, they cried out together, "0, 
don't ee put me in ee guard house ! Don't ee put me 
in ee guard house!" 
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The accent peculiar to their racf, and their allusion 
U) the " guard house," at once betrayed to the audience 
their parentage. The whole house bi-oke forth into an 
uproar of marrlment. Francis disappeared, but the 
audience could not be quieted. 

I was suffering not a little at the contemplated im- 
possibility of producing the children at the end of the 
play. But nobody cared to lialen to another line. 
Mrs. Hallcr's colored children had unceremoniou'ily 
destroyed every vestige of illusion, I made my suppli- 
cation to " kiss tlie features of the father in his babes " 
in the most suppi'essed tone possible, yet the request 
produced a fresh burst of laughter. We hurried the 
play to a close. The entrance of the children, and the 
excitement produced upon, the parents by their pres- 
ence, we left to the imagination of the spectators. The 
play ended without the reappearance of the juvenile 
unfortunates. 

A few evenings previous to this comical incident, 
another of a precisely opposite character look place in 
Charleston. The play was the same. I mention the 
anecdote because the morality of the Stranger is by 
many pei-sons considered dubious. I think this relation 
proves thai, in a mixed audience, there are sometimes 
beings upon whom the representation of Kotzebue's con- 
demned play may have a beneficial influence. While 
I was delivering the speech in which Mrs. Haller con- 
fesses her crime, the audience were startled by a sud- 
den shriek. The very sound proclaimed that it had 
been wrung involuntarily from some conscience-stricken 
heart. A confusion in the dress circle ensued. Then 
followed hysterical sobs and screams, and a lady was 
carried by her friends from Ihe theatre. 
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The next morning a gentleman called upon me, and 
related the history of the lady whose agitation had dis- 
turbed the equanimity of the audience. She was taken 
home in a state of excitement bordering on frenzy, and 
confessed that she had been on the eve of bringing 
npon herself the lifelong miseries endured by Mrs. 
Haller. I do not feel at liberty to dwell upon the par- 
ticulars of the story, but the sequel proved that the rep- 
resentation of the Stranger was instrumental ia saving 
at least one frail being from becoming 

"Like Btats that fall to rise no more." 

Our engagement in Charleston, durmg this mj first 
season on the stage, was of long dutation and was fol- 
lowed by a succession of prosperous leengagcraento 
The theatre was under the able management of Mi 
Forbes, I became very much attathed to this warm, 
southern audience. 

"When wo were about to leave, I n is solicited to de 
liver an address to the Charleston volunteers, in com- 
memoration of their departure tor Mexico I think 
they were styled the Palmetto (juard The occision 
has lefl a deep impression on my memory. The stage 
represented the signing of the Declaration of Independ- 
ence. The figures of the signers were startlingly life- 
like, and stood apart every one from the other. Amongst 
them was my mothei-'s grandfather, Francis Lewis. 
As the curlain rose, the Slar-spangled Banner was 
Bung by the company. They retired at its close, and I 
came forward from the back of the scene, passing in and 
out amongst the fathers of .our country, until I stood in 
their centre. The address, by J. A. Requier, Esq.. 
was a stirring production. At the lines, — 
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" Remember the deeds that your sires liaTe done, 

Bemember the preseut must soon be a past, 

And strike like your sirea — they struck to the last I" — 

when I pointed to the glorious host so admirably repre- 
sented around me, the excited Yolunteera started simul- 
taneously from their seats. It was long before their 
hurricane of responsive cheers would permit the address 
to proceed. 

In less than a week they departed, at the call of their 
country, on that expedition from which so few of the 
brave soldiers returned. In the words of the address, — 

" Her voiee bade them come with the steel and the targe, 
To Bland at the onset and strike at the cliirge 1 " ^ 

and perhaps some of them remembered the assurance 
that the prayers of woman 

"ShaU watch o'er ye now; 
Her m jrtlea shall bloasom — a braid on your brow ; 
And her tears shall be brighter her blushes more sweet 
To emb Eiz n eu es o to so ten defea 

Our engagement n Si annah wa also under the 
management of Mr Forbes It w^ one uj on wl oh I 
look back w h unm glpd [ lea ure At s close a 
committee of gentlemen formed of the mo td gu hed 
residents gave ns a magmfieent en or m nt n token 
of their estee n I reco 1 w tl II ope a j flable 
pride, tl e folio vii g ex ra t from tl e r ote of m 
tation : — 

" We t ke 3 me hod of at once exp e b g our 
thanks for 1 xq e e jojraent you hi afio deil 
us in you ar o ];er o on and our h j,ii re pect 
for you I e^^on'^l!J A Kdv of yo r cha icte a d 
altMnmcn s el vit i 1 ad ns ! e s age an 1 we have 
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no doubt tliat your influence will be widely felt in puri- 
fying it from the abuses which sometimes mar its beau- 
ties, and tliat you will cause it to perform its proper 
task — 

' To raise the genius and to mend tlie heart.' 

"Accept, madam, the assurance of our most disdn- 
guished regard, and believe that m no cify will you 
have more ardent admirers and warmer fucnds than 

Fashion was produced at Chaile'Jton, <ind after- 
wards at Mobile and New Orleans ^Mth its ii-iial good 
fortune. To be forced to enict the walkmg-lady 
character of Gertrude was a severe punishment. To 
escape its infliction, I always withheld the production 
of the comedy until the solicitations of the public and 
the managers left me no alternative. Could I have 
foreseen, at the time the play was written, that I should 
be induced to enter the profession, I would hare been 
careful to create a character which I could imbody 
with pleasure. Tet it was a very few months after 
Fashion first appeared that I made niy own d^hit. 

The public continued to entertain a strong desire that 
I should be supported upon the stage by one of my own 
countrymen. A committee of gentlemen waited upon 
Mr. Mowatt, in New Orleans, to request that some 
arrangement might be entered into with Mr. Murdoch 
to play opposite characters with me. Our contract 
with Mr. C prevented the gratiiication of these gen- 
tlemen's wishes. I proposed that we should select plays 

in which Mr. Murdoch and Mr. C could both appear 

in parts of equal importance. An attempt was made to 
carry out the suggestion; but only one or two plays 
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coulil be agreed upon, and tlic idea was necessarily 
abandoned. 

One amongst llie many appearances in tlie profes- 
sion which are misunderstood hy the public is the 
relationship which exists between actor and actor. The 
world, in general, cannot readily comprehend the total 
absence of all personal affinity, and at times of all ami- 
cable feeling, between Item. When am audience are in 
the habit of seeing two persons frequently repi-esent 
the characters of romantic lovers, — eDthusiastie hus- 
band and wife, or devoted father and daughter, — they 
imagine that some slight degree of attachment must 
spring up between the parties — that the gentleman 
entertains at least a warm admiration for the lady. 
But, in reality, pei-formera are constantly placed in the 
most affectionate slage relationship towards those whom 
they pei-sonally detest The bitterest enemies enact 
Damon and Pythias with a fervor that cheats specta- 
tors into the belief that some bond must draw them 
intimately together in the walks of private life. 

It is related of an actress, who lived unhappily with 
her husband, that she delighted in personating the lov- 
ing Belvidera to his Jafiier, because it gave her an 
opportunity of inflicting certain feminine punishments 
upon him during the apparenily tender embraces of the 
Venetian pair. I have faith in the story. 

In the course of one long engagement, I nightly 
enacted tlie betrothed — the wife, or the daughter — of 
a gentleman with whom Mr. Mowatt was at variance 
and to whom I never spoke. Any needful communica- 
tion at rehearsal was addi-essed to the prompter. At 
night, before the audience, he was the most ii 
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of Iinights, and I the tendei-est of " ladie loves " — 
but one single step without the magic cbcle of the foot- 
lights, and we were utter strangers. Nor was this cool- 
ness tlie subject of surprise or remark behind the 
Bcenes. It was an every-day occurrence in all theatres. 
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Mr. IlavenpoH.— Accident in Baltimore. — Second Souihem Tour 

— Seadiiiff at Maeon. — CWifmSKS. — Monlga?iiertl. — First Ac- 
^uiuiitttiiceiBith Henry Clay. — Hi's Recollections of Miss O'Ifcil, — 
HiijioetiealObli'aioiisneas. — Fire Days on board of tht Alexander 
Scotl. — Ctai/'a InjavcUm to me at ice passed Memphis, — Mr. 
Davenpori's Entertainmeniof Mr. Clay. — Pei'ttmalianifii "Dowit- 
east" yankee, — Impromptu Song to Henry Clay. — Arriitai at 
Liniiai-ille.-~A last Farewell.— Opening of the Alhemaan at 
Cincinnati, — Inaityurat Address. — Con^iaient to Mr. Davenport. 

— Chte of my second Year on the Stage. — Armand.— A Sister- 
hood of Criiics, — Mr. Moicatt'a Visit to England to arrange with 
Managers. — Mr. Matready's Advice. — Engagement for Manchea- 
ier. — Production of Armand at the Park Theatre and in Boston. 

— Last Ifighttn America.— Letters from Henry Clay . — Sailing 



Mt engagements for the first year concluded at New 

Orleans, Our contract with Mr. , which then 

came to an end, was not renewed. 

Edward L. Davenport, of Boston, was strongly recom- 
mended to Mr, Movratt by old and leading members of 
the profession. His high moral character, his unassum- 
ing and gentleman-like manners, his wonderful vei-sa- 
tility and indisputable talents, caused him to be selected 
as the person who was to travel with us during my 
second year on the stage. Upon this selection, every 
succeeding month and yea,r gave us new cause for con- 
gratulation. The prominent position he has since won 
upon the English stage, and the honors he has received 
from fastidious English audiences, are the just reward 
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of intrinsic but most unostenlatious merit. The Ameri- 
can public were doubly satisfied with, the choice made 
of a professional associate, because Mr. Davenport is 
a countryman. 

"We commenced our theati-ical tour at Buffalo, and 
made the whole circuit of the United States. Another 
prospei'ous year crowned our exertions. Our engage- 
ments had but one interruption. That was occasioned 
by an accident which I unfortunately met with while 
performing ia Baltimore. 

The play was the Honey Moon, in three acts. 
Juliana has several rapid changes of costume to effect. 
When I left the stage to dress for the last time, I darted 
off at full speed towards my dressing room. The lights 
behind the scenes were unusually dite. A sofa had 
carelessly been left in one of the passages. Some tired 
carpenter was stretched upon it in an attitude which 
Dickens would liave described as peculiarly American. 
His feet protruded over one arm of the sofa in i some 
what more elevated position than his head My flight 
brought me suddenly in contact with a pair t hi-avy 
boots. The blow received was sc severe that I t% 
gered back, and fell. I had not lime to Ihink ^^hether 
or not I was injured. An actor is alwaj^ iinpre stl 
with the conviction that he has no right to jtn \le uf 
ferings or emotions during a performance I dresse 1 
hastily, and relumed to the stage. The instant I began 
to speak I experienced a choking sensation, and it was 
with difficulty that I could give utterance lo the neces 
sary words. I struggled on until the middle of the 
scene, and then was forced to whisper lo Mr. Daven- 
port, who enacted the Duke, " Cut the scene — - 1 can't 
speak ! " lie imagined that I was suddenly taken ill, 
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and did "cat the scene" "We both, m stage pai lance, 
"came to cues" — moat remorseIe^s]y man^Img the 
author The play, neverthdeag, '.eem.ed inteiminable, 
and when it ended I was forced to respond to the call 
before the curiam, though 't was wilh difflcullj that I 
could Eland 

We had scarcely reached home when the effect of 
Ihe Llow became apparent A blood ^eauel Ind been 
ruptured, and I was nearlj suftocated wUh the 'faa- 
gmneous stream that poured frim my Iipi Accoidin" 
to raj physician s opinion, t! p tool pla at tl 
time the blow was received nl I h d 1 n abl d to 
keep back the evidence of 1 ju y ! ' n 

effort of will. This is only n ft! my al n t n 
that could be given to prov h on a I c 1 e 

under the excitement of re\ nt n 

I was, of course, imahle !ud my n n t 

but this was the first Ihad bkn F afwdy 

it was supposed that (he injui-j was seiious, but tlirou^^h 
the help of a vigorous constitution it proved otherwise. 
In a fortnight I was able to travel to Boston, and ap- 
peared as Juliet — a part which requires a superabun- 
dant amount of phyfiLdl strength 

Early in the autumn of this second year we com- 
menced our journey south We acted in all the prin- ' 
cipal theatres until v,e reached Macon, on our way to 
Mobile. No theatre had yet been erected there, and 
we were solicited to give reelings I read one night to 
a full audience, and Mr. Davenport diversified the en- 
tertainment with songs. In Columbus we devoted an- 
other night, and another in Montgomery, to readings, 
intermingled witli Mr. Davenport's ballad singing. I 
greatly preferred the theatre to the lecture room, and ;' 
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resolutely refused all solicitation to give a course of 
readings. In the lecture room I missed the friendly 
footlights, ivliich form a barrier between the real and 
the ideal. I longed for the illusion — the self-forget- 
fulness. On the stage I was somebody else — in the 
lecture room I could not rise out of myself. 

Amongst the most agreeable reminiscences of this 
year are the visits of Henry Cky. "We were fulfillmg 
an engagement in New Orleans when he first called 
upon me. It chanced that my histoiy was well known 
to him. He took a deep interest in my professional 
exertions, aad his encouragement was not sparingly 
bestowed. One day he gave me a glowing description 
of Mias O'Neil's Juliet, especially of the naivete and fer- 
vor of her balcony scene. But when he attempted to 
quote ^e passages which had impressed him, I could 
not Lelp laughing involuntarily at his odd' deviations 
from the text. 

" I dare say I am misquoting" he remarked, apolo- 
getically. " I never could remember a line of poetry." 

I had to admit that his version of Juliet difiered con- 
siderably from the one which popular prejudice had 
adopted — nor could I flatter him by saying that he 
improved upon Shakspcare. 

He then told me that it was a singular fact, and one 
which had been a subject of regret through his whole 
life, that he could not by any efibrt retain verse in his 
memory. Even if he studied a poem by rote, in a few 
days the lines would be wholly effaced from the mental 
tablet on which they had been laboriously written. He 
related to me im anecdote in painful illustration of this 
peculiarity. He was making some public address, — I 
think it was a Fourth of July oration, — during the 
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e of which lie purposed quoting tiie well-known 



Declaiming warmly, lie gave enthusiastic utterance to 
the line,— - 

■' Lives there a min witit soul so dead." 

But the poetic page suddenly hecame a blank — he 
could not remember another word. He paused — then 
repeated the line with more patriotic ardor than before. 
He thought the second line would " come to him" by 
means of the repetition — but it came not. He put his 
hand to his forehead, trying to' think what the man did 
"whose soul was so dead" — but the evidence of that 
individual's torpid essence would cot develop ftself in 
metre. For the third time he asked the questioo em- 
phatically, not to say despaii'ingly, — 

" Lives there a man witb soul so dcEid," — 
and must have paused mid way in his query, had not a 
voice from tlie crowd continued, in a stage whisper, — 

" Who never to himself hath said." 

The obliTious statesman caught the words, and thank- 
fully finished his quotation. He determined, in future, 
to ornament his orations with few of these slippery 
gems of the poet. 

Our next eug^ement took us fo Vicksbiirg, hut at 
its close we rejoined Henry Clay on board of the Alex- 
ander Scott. We passed five days in this floating palace 
on our way to Louisville. Henry Clay was cheered 
wherever we stopped, and answering cheers were sent 
17 
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back from the boat. In these the ladies now and then 
joined, 

I was standing heaide him when we arrived at Mem- 
phis, He turned to me, and said, " Have you ever ap- 
peared here ? " 

I replied in the negative. 

He remarked, " This western Memphis makes more 
gigantic progress than any town I know. She will be 
the queen city of the west by and by. Never pass 
here again without appearing." 

I answered that I would not It was six years before 
I saw Memphis once more; but I kept my word. My 
appearance was rendered a brief one tliroiigli sudden 
indisposition. I remember with regret the improbability 
that I shall ever stand before a genial Memphis audi- 
ence a^in. 

Henry Clay passed a large portion of his time in the 
ladies' saloon. The bearing of our lofty-minded states- 
man, though always dignified, was characterized by 
extremest courtesy — courtesy to the lowest as well as 
the highest. He conversed fi-eely upon all subjects, and 
with the fluency for which he was distinguished. 

" Aged ears played truant with his tales, 
And younger healings were quile ravislicd 
With his diBcontse." 

We were one day discussing Lafayette's visit to 
this country. Some jocular estimate was made of the 
number of ladies whom he had affectionately saluted. 
Clay remarked, that " kissing was like the presidency ; 
it was not to be sought, and not to be declined." The 
natural inference from this remark was, that he would 
not oppose the wishes of his party if they again offered 
his name as a presidential candidate. The conclusion 
did not prove erroneous. 
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He recounted fo me a number of anecdotes illustra- 
tiTe of the msuiner in which his friends demonstrated 
their grief at the great whig defeat. Some of the most 
pathetic of these stories had still a touch of the ludi- 
crous i but he seemed to feel most deeply the manifesta- 
tions of attachment of which he was the object. 

Many of the passengers exerted themselves to enter- 
tain a fellow-traTeller whom every one seemed to treat 
as his own particular and honored guest ; but none 
contributed so largely to his amusement as Mr. Daven- 
port. He sang comic, patriotic, and sentimental songs, 
and recited humorous skelches, in which five or six dif- 
ferent characters were personated. One evening he 
entered the saloon disguised as a "down-east " Yankee. 
I must say, by way of parenthesis, that his Yankee was 
a stage representative of Yankee land — a broad but 
telling caricature of the reality. He wore a red wig, 
striped pantaloons that maintained a respectable dis- 
tance from his ancles, a short jacket, and a flame-colored 
cravaL He carried his hands deeply thrust in his 
pockets, as though they had an evident inclination to 
approach his knees. His "jog-along" gait could otfly 
have originated in New England. 

He was not recognized when he entered the cabin. 
The passengei-3 supposed him to be some person who 
had just come on board. He commenced talking, with 
a nasal intonation, in a loud and familiar manner, and 
asking " oceans of questions." He gave Mr. Mowatt 
(who was in the secret) a nudge, and accosted him 
with, " Stranger, I hear that's Harry Clay ; I guess I'll 
scrape acquaintance with him, if you'll do the polit« 

Mr. Mowatt presented the Yankee gentleman to Mr. 
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Clay. The impudpiit spccLhes of the "downe'ister" to 
the "best repicsLiititne of reiubhcan roj ilfy,' as the 
Yankee desigi ited the aiifeamin, convulsed the pisseu- 
gera with laughter Mr Cla) joined in the cont-^ioua 
merriment. Dreading tL-it these peibonahties might 
give offence, I took occasion to i>hiiper lo him the 
Yankee's history, and the name which he inherited 
from his fatlier Jlr CUy heartily lent hunaell to the 
joke. 

On the dayth'^tue reached Louiaville llie pa^tn- 
gers requested me to present oui eminent Lounliymin 
with some poetical tribute m eommemontion of our 
journey. I wrote an impromptu song, wliich was set 
to music by Mr. Davenport, and sung by him when the 
passengers assembled in the cabin to take farewell of 
the statesman. 

Mr. Clay made a point of publicly and vei7 gracious- 
ly thanking Mr. Davenport for the genuine diversion 
his talents had afforded us all. He wrote in hia pocket 
book a few kind and complimentary lines, of which the 
gratified actor might well be proud. 

We were stepping on shure, when Mr. Clay came 
up to me, and said, " I have just been very much 
touched. You know the owners and officers of this 
boat are all democrats ; yet they have refused to lake 
any fare for me or my party. I don't know when a 
trifling circumstance has moved me so much." The 
tears were standing in his eyes as he spoke. 

I received two visits from him during the day we 
were in Louisville. He then travelled to Lexington, 
and we took the steamboat to Cincinnati. We ex- 
changed several letters after this, and I had many evi- 
dencea that his interest remained unabated ; but we 
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never met again. Tie next time I visited Louisville, 
my drawing-room window in the hotel was decked in 
remembrance of Henry Clay ; for his funeral proces- 
sion was passing through the streets. 

Mr. Davenport and myself had never appeared in 
Cincinnati. We were engaged lo open the AtLente- 
um. Tfie manager had nobly determined to banish 
from this theatre all the abuses that degrade the drama, 
Tiie public gave him their hearty cooperation. No in- 
augural address had been prepared. I was expected 
to deliver one, and the manager coolly informed me 
that he presumed, of course, I would write it myself. 
It wanted but two days of the opening of the tlieatre, 
and the address had not only to be composed, but com- 
mitted to memory. It is a well-known fact, that an 
author can remember the language of another person 
with far greater ease than his own. T acpompliahed my 
forced task, and by an emphatic delivery made the 
most of what I liad written ; but no applause could com- 
pensate me for the nervous miseries incident upon rapid 
composition, quick study, and the compulsatory utter- 
ance of one's 01 n ly rude thougbts. The 
house was opened unl 1 most propitious auspices, 
Those were palmy d j f h Athenaium. Eeen- 
gagement followed n n t. and the seats (there 
were no boxes) w 1 ly vded with a class of 
the community wh 1 1 n b ore been seen within 
the walls of a the 

Mr. Davenpor b n an p 'ial favorite. On the 
day of his depai 1 a p enled, by the young 

men of the city, with a go3d watch and ch^n ; the for- 
mer bearing a complimentary inscription. 

This engagement dosed my second year upon the 
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Etage — a year as eminently successful, and more replete 
with happiness than the first. I had gained mental and 
physical strength ; improved in health ; hecome inured 
to the thousand desagr^mem, the diseomforti, the eml- 
less vexations, and unavoidable fatigues of the pro- 
fession; and I had watched the frown of disapproval 
slowly melting away from faces that T loved, and the 
benignest of smiles dawning in its place. 

Every actress who gains celebrity is tolerably sure ■ 
of being courted aod feted, inundated with poems, com- 
plimentary letters, flowers, rich gifts. These things 
seem to he the inevitable consequences — I might say 
the conventional accessories — of her public position. 
But if her sorrows have taught her to distinguish tinsel 
from gold, these hollow evidences of mere popularity 
can afford little real, litlle internal satisfaction. 

If she has tasted of the tree of foiowferfifeo/iAe world, 
and been gifted with dearly-bought insight into realities, 
she knows that those who lavish these gifts and bestow 
these favors are oftener actuated by self-love than by 
love of her. They bow to the rising star because its 
effulgence is reflected back upon its votaries. 

This is a bitter lesson for prosperity to teach j but, 
like otiier bitters, it possesses restorative virtues. It is 
the wholesocae tonic that reinvigorates the spirit which 
flatteries debilitate. 

At the close of this second professional year, Mr. 
Mowatt sailed for Europe to make arrangements with 
London managers for our appearance in the English 
metropolis, I returned to that roof where I was most 
certain of passing peaceful and happy days — ray 
fathei''s ! 

wrote Arraand, a iivc-act 
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drama. The play was engaged by the manager of the 
Park Theatre, and a time fixed for its production, before 
a line had been written. The plot is not strictly his- 
torical, but it has some slight historical foundation. 
The part of Armand was, professionally speaking, tneoa- 
ured for Mr. Davenporl, and suited to his vigorous and 
impulsive style of acting. Elanclie I designed to per- 
sonate myseif. 

Every scene, as it was completed, I read aloud to a 
little circle of feminine critics. They were my sisters, 
most of whom had been gathered fTOm their scattered 
homes to greet the one amongst their number who had 
for two years been a wandeier. Tlieir critical acumen 
was, of course, tempered by considerable leniency ; but 
the critic's prerogative was not wholly abandoned. 
Sometimes they savagely condemned a situation, or in- 
sisted that a passage should he wholly expunged ; and, 
now and then, they pertinaciously objected to laugh or 
weep al the expected moment. I generally adopted 
their suggestions ; but, assuming an air of mock dignity, 
I seldom failed to remind the exulting denunciators 
that Mollere was guided by the opinions of his washes 
woman. 

Mr, Mowatt consulted with Mr. Macready. Mr. 
Macready thought it impolitic for my first appearance 
to be made in London. Tlie provincial theatres, he 
ssud, were the seminaries of the London institutions. 
If an actor obtained decided celebrity in the provinces, 
he would, as a matter of course? 'receive advantageous 
offei's from London managers. Mr. Macready pro- 
posed that I shouM play a round of engagements in the 
English provincps, and wait until my abilities had been 
fully tested and I bad received a summons to London. 
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Mr, Mowfltt was convinced of the wisdom of Lis advice, 
and entered into an engagement with Mr, Knowles, 
manager of the Theatre Eoyal, Manuliester, for the ap- 
pearance of Mr. Davenport and myself on the 7tli of 
December, 1847. 

Armand wag completed siiortly after Mr. Mow- 
att's return to this country, and was produced at the 
Park Theatre September 27, 1847. The Broadway 
Theatre, then just completed, opened on the same night, 
and offered a strong counter attraction ; yet tlie new 
play drew a full audience to the Park. Mr. Davenport's 
personation of Armand gained him fresh laurels. 
1 was too nervous, and loo much tormented with anx- 
ieties for the success of the play, to imbody the char- 
acter of Blanche to my own satisfaction. But none 
could know, as I myself knew, how far my representa- 
tion fell short of my own creation. The success of 
Fashion Jiad prepared the audience to receive Ar- 
mand with marked favor. As the curtain dropped 
upon the fifth act, a heavy weight of doubt and respon- 
dbiltty fell from my heart. Judgment had been passed 
upon the new candidate for popular approval, and I had 
cause to rejoice at the verdict. 

The play was acted every night until the close of our 
engagement. Immediately afterwards it was produced 
in Boston, and received with unequivocal warmth. This 
Boston engagement was our farewell in America: On 
the last eight — it was my benefit night — tlie play was 
Armand, when 1 appeared upon the af^e, and lis- 
tened to a greeting even more than ordinarily enthusias- 
tic: a multitude of recollections suddenly broke upon 
me, sweeping away my composure in their strong cur- 
rent. Thoughts of my first public appearance, made 
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itt Boston — of the varied trials since tliat day of hope 
and promise — of the new ordeal through which I was 
about Ki pass — of the possibiUty that I might never 
stand before this well-beloved audience again — crowded 
upon my mind with beivildering force. Il was the first 
time since I became an actress that any personal emo- 
tion had gained suiScient mastery to interfere with my 
interpretation of the character I represented. Tears 
are unbecoioing at all times. Bed and swollen eyes, to 
say nothing of other disfigurements consequent upon 
weeping, were particularly inappropriate to the joyous 
May Queen, Mrs. Maywood, who was playing my 
nurse, Eabelte as she encircled me with her arms, 
intermingled her whispered words of consolation with 
this womanly hint. There are moments wjien a per- 
former lias a magnetic perception of tlie pulse throb- 
bings of his audience, and knows that they beat in unison 
with his own, I felt that there were answering sympa- 
thies around me, and was certain that the " red eyes," 
which my good Babette thought so frightful, would 1>b 
pardoned. 

On the 1st of November, 1847, we sailed from Bos- 
ton for Liverpool, in tlie Cambria, commanded by 
Captain Judkins. Mr. Davenport accompanied ua. 
His support had been found so advantageous, during ■ 
his first year, that he was eng^ed for a second. 

"We were, of course, well provided with introductory 
letters, Henry Clay sent me one to ihe Earl of Car- 
Ible, and another to the American minister, Mr. Ban- 
croft. They were neitlier mere formal lettei-s of intro- 
duction. In the latter, he makes a graceful allusion to 
the difference of politics between himself and this gen- 
tleman. There were subjects of private interest upon 
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■which he hoped that their opinions ivould not he at 
variance. I quote the conchiding portion of tlie letter 
in which this was enclosed: — 

" Many, many thanks for the friendly sentiments 
towards me contained in your letter. A incmber of 
my family snatched Evelyn from me to peruse ; and 
owing to that cause, and for want of time, I have not 
yet read it. I shall go into it with such pai-iiality for its 
authoress as to disqualify me as a critic, if otherwise I 
was, what I happen not fo be, a competent judge. 

" May honor, fame, pleasure, and riches be your re- 
ward in England, with a safe and happy return to our 
own dear country." 

Just before we sailed I received another letter from 
Mr. Clay, in which these words occur : — 

" I have read, with much delight, the quotations from 
Armand. Don't let the duties of the actress engross 
all your time, but leave a fair portion of it for those of 
the authoress. 

" May God protect, preserve, and prosper you while 
absent, and bring you back, with increased fame and 
renown, in safety to our dear country." 
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AmvalinLiveijml—T/iellev.SIr.S nandMrs.S n.—Man. 

cheater Criliet. — Firtl ReAeanal at Theatre Royal, Maimhsster. — 
Firat Nighi in England. — Manchester Guardian- — ' Et^ag^ 
mevtai Princastif Theatre, London. — Distressing Reheartala. — 
The (100 Helens. — JUiM Susan Cashman. — Visitation from the 
Miilreaa of the Wardrobe. —Petty Miieriea. —The Triah of a .first 
Night, — F^st Attack of "Stai/e Fright." — A near Approach to 
Failure. — Sudden Transitioii. — Success at the Eleventh Hour. 



A SUCCESSION of violent gales rendered our voyage 
more tlian ordinarily peiilous Tfie aigiit of land gHd- 
dened our ejea on the fifteenth daj On iriiving m 
Liverpool, we found that the Cainbu'* wi^ leported to 
have been wreuked off Cipe Eice The =hip loat was 
the packet Stephen Philip with ninet} one passengers 

A portion of our engine wis broken during the pas- 
sage, and we lay still seven hours while it was repainng. 
We met no other accident. The siormy voyage brought 
vividly to mind the terrible recollections of my child- 
hood — the shipwreck and the loss of my young 
brother. But I was too thoroughly a victim to mat de 
mer to be susceptible even of fear. 

We remained a week ia Liverpool, that I might re- 
cover from the effects of this oppressive sea malady, 
and then left for Manchester, 

First and firmest amongst the friends we made in a 

foreign land were the Eev. Mi. S n and his wife. 

Mr. S n had, for many years, been pastor of a New 

(367) 
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Churcli society in Manchester. I pause when I would 
write of these revered friends, and my mind fills with 
affectionate and gi-ateful remembrances. I need not 
here record all the evidences we received of a valuable 
and energetic friendship. They are registered in a 
more lasting chronicle, (o the pages of which I often 

Previous to our dihut, Mrs. S n entertained un- 
disguised fears that we would receive hai-sh treatment 
at the hands of the proverbially caustic Manchester 
critics. She called upon the most ascetic of the cynical 
brotherhood, to " smooth the raven down " by interesting 
him in my bisforj'. The experiment was only calcu- 
lated to render him more uncompromising. In another 
field she was more successful. Her womanly efforts 
raised me up an army of defenders amongst the mem- 
bers of her husband's congregation. They were pre- 
pared lo support me if I betrayed the faintest glimmer- 

Another anxious friend called upon the theatrical 
critic of the Manchester Guardian, the leading oracle 
of the press, and offered to present him to me. The 
cautious and conscientious critic declined the introduction 
until afier my debut, remarking that a personal acquaint- 
ance might prepossess him in my favor, and interfere 
with the justice of his criticism. And of sueh judges 
was the tribunal composed before which we were to be 
sifted, scanned, and tested. In such hands was placed 
Distinction's 

" Etoad anil powerful fan," 
that, 

" Puffing at all, irinnows the light away." 

If our talents fell short in their " fair proportions " of 
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Bome fabulous or imaginary standard, we were to be 
annihilated by a paragraph — stabbed by thriisfs of 
steel in the form of pens — exterminated by the simoom 
of a crific's breath. Pleasant auguries, these, to usher 
in our career in a land of strangers. 

The theatre was a remarkably beautiful one. The 
play selected for our dibut was, as usual, the Lady of 
Lyons. Our only rehearsal took place on the day of 
performance. We could not but notice the half sneer 
that flitted across the faces of the English actors during 
that rehearsal. They were incredulous as to our abil- 
ities, and, perhaps, not wilhout some cause. Now and 
then there was a contemptuous intonation in their 
voices that seemed to rebuke us for presumption. 
Their shafts " hit, but hurt not." Our American inde- 
pendence was an icgis, from which the arrows fell with- 
out producing any effect but merriment. No hand of 
welcome was extended — no word of encouragement 
was spoken to the intruding "Tankees." We were 
surrounded by an atmosphere of impenetrable frigidity. 
And yet there were, no doubt, kind hearts among the 
doubters. But the "stars" were transatlantic, and 
their light was unacknowledged in that hemisphere. 
Even the subordinates of the theatre gave it as their 
private opinion that these new luminaries would be 
extinguished without trouble. 

At night, when the curtain rose upon Pauline, the 
greeting of the audience said plainly, "Let us see what 
you can do!" and it said nothing more. Claude re- 
ceived tJie same gracious though promiselesa permission. 
But even that greeting assured us of that downright 
generous trait in John Bull which makes him the 
fairest of umpires, even where he is a party to the con- 
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test. Onne make it plain that !ie is beaten, as in the 
ease of tlie trial with Ihe New York yacht, and he will 
huzzii for the victor aa vociferously as he would have 
done for himself had b b n L w n d 

Before the fall of 1 ft lb f u tl a t 

was decided that the ' a ( t b i 

At the fall on the fit ! tl J 1 d k I 1 1 

place ill the theatrical fi ma an 1 w ail d t 

ehine with undisputed 1 I U 

Tlie heartiness of I 11 b f h ta a the 
conclusion of the play ato d f tl hyn f u 
reception, Mr. Davenp t tl ank d tl a d n 
Bpeecli eloquent with g nu f I u^ 

And now a marvell h d udd ly t 1 pi 

in the deportment of th actors wa d o Th 
a " making way" for the successful candidates to public 
favor — a looking up Ui instead of the looking down on 
tliem. Sneers and innuendoes were mi^icaUy converted 
into smiles and congratulations. There were even 
speculations afloat concerning the " hit" tliat we would 
make upon a London stage. 

The dihutanti had been as cbe;a'ful as could be ex- 
pected over the distrust and disdain with which they 
had been treated in the morning ; and they were now 
able to be unaffectedly merry at the equally unlooked- 
for courtesies lavished upon them at night. 

The next morning the critics were unanimous in 
commendation — with the exception of the Exam- 
iner, whom Mrs. S n had attempted to disarm of his 

ferocity. But he was harmlessly savage, and reluctant- 
ly admitted that the Americaji candidates had gained a 
foothold in the affections of the English public. 

The Guardian — reputed to be the critic of first 
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importance in Manchoster — prefaced his criticism witli 
tlie following paragraph ; — 

" Mrs. MowdTT asd Mn. Davenport, the American Ac- 
tors. — ExaBgeration of a peculiar hind, if not rant, hag been so 
uniformly a characteristic of all the American actors whom ws have 
seen, that we have been induced to view it as an attribute of the 
American stage. That it is not an inseparable attribute, the chas- 
tened style of the artists named above, who made their English 
d&ul at our Theatre Roj'al on Monday evening, in the Lady of 
Lyons, satisfactorily demonstrates. 

" Mrs. Mowatt, judging from the accounts ot her which the Ameri- 
oan papers have occasionally furnished, is highly endowed with in- 
tellect, the cultivation and exercise of which have by no means 
been neglected, dther in the departments of dramatic or general 
literature ; indeed, m this respect, -we know of none of our Englisli 
actrosscfl who stand a comparison with bor except Mrs. Butler. Let 
vs add, that Mrs. Mowatt has a most engaging person, — slight in 
form, featnres capable alike of gentle and forcible espression, a 
voice of silvery sweetness, — and that her bearing is marked by re- 
finement, and then we have said enough to prove that she has 
qualifications for the stage of a h^h order. 

" Mr. Davenport has a manly person, easy deportment, and an 
elocution very smooth and agreeable." 

Then follows a long and elaborate critique on the 
Lady of Lyons, the manner in which it is represented 
by Mr. Macready and Miss Faucif, and finally by 
ourselves. 

We appeared every night for a fortnight. At the 
close of the engagement, the manager informed us tJiat 
Mr. Maddox, of the Princesses' Theatre, desired to 
enter inlfl an arrangement for our appearance in Lon- 
don. This was precisely what we most desired. 

A few days after our arrival in the great metropolis 
all preliminaries were settled, and we engaged to ap- 
pear at the Princesses' Theatre on the 5th of January, 
1848, and to play alternate nights with Madame Thil- 
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Ion for six weeks. I was thus relieved from the 
necessity of acting every night, and afforded an Op- 
portunity for needful rest and even more requisite 

We selected the Lady of Lyons, as on previous oc- 
casions, for our opening play. The cost of its produc- 
tion in London was twenty pou d Tf uni gave a 
theatre the right of performan f th hi season. 
The author demanded the sam m f th play wei-e 
enacted for a single night, Th n n f the Prin- 

cesses' objected to soexpvnsive 1 t Tl e usual 

pi'ice paid to an author for the p I of a five- 

act drama is tivo guineas per night. After manifold 
discussions and endless canvassing of the merits of va- 
rious plays, we consented to make our debut in the 
Hunchback of James Sheridan Knowles. 

Our first rehearsal in an English provincial theatre 
had not proved particularly delightful. But it was a 
foreshadowing of, and a needful preparation for, the 
more aggravated, temper-trying infiietions that awaited 
us at a London rehearsal. The stage aristocrats of the 
company made no effort to conceal their absolute eon- 
tempt for the American aspirants. 

Figuratively speaking, we were made to walk through 
a lane of nettles, so narrow that we could not avoid get- 
ting scratched. The more gently they were touched, 
the more deeply they stung. At the request, politely 
urged, of ''Be so good as to cross to the right — I 
occupy the left" — the answer dryly returned was, 
" Excuse me ; I played this part originally with Mi-s. 
Butler, at Drury Lane — I always kept this position — 
it is (he proper situation," Then there was a signifi- 
cant look at the prompter, which said, " This republican 
dust offends us ! We must get rid of it ! " 
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The more mildly Mr. Davenport and myself uttered 
our unavoidHble requests, the more decidedly we were 
answered with objections to onr wishes, founded upon 
the authority of some mighty precedent. Neither pa- 
tience nor gentleness could disarm our antagonists. 
Wearied out wiih hearing that Mrs. Butler sal during 
her delivery of a certain speech, and, therefore, that 
nobody else could stand — or that Miss Faucit fainte* 
with her head leaning forwards, and, therefore, n» 
Julia could faint with her head inclined backwards 
— or that Mrs, Kean threw herself at a certain point 
into the arras of Master Walter, and, therefore, the em- 
brace was a necessity — I at last boldly, and, I confess, 
with some temper, said, " Sir, when I have made up 
my mind to become the mere imitator of Mrs. Butler, 
or of Bliss Faucit, or of Mrs. Kean, I shall, perhaps, 
come to f/ou for instruction. At present, it is for the 
public to decide upon the faultinesa of my conception. 
I shall not alter it, in spite of the very exceEent authoiv 
ity you liave cited." 

This determined declaration (it was certainly a " dec- 
laration of independence") silenced my principal toiv 
mentor. He made up his mind that, if I was wanting 
in talent, I was not deficient in spirit. He would have 
bowed before the one, but he at least yielded to the 
other. 

But this was not my only or most serious annoyance. 
Miss Susan Cnshman was to enact the character of 
Helen, She sent an apology for her absence at re- 
hearsal on the plea of indisposition. The manager 
chose lo imagine that she entertained some theatrical 
jealousy towards a countrywoman, and purposed to ab- 
sent herself on the night of our first appearance. No 
18 
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sabsfitute for so important a part as Helen could be 
provided at siiort notice, and the play would neeeasarily 
have to be withdrawn — the anticipated (leliut post- 
poned. 

I see no reason for supposing that Miss Cushman 
meditated any such unamiable intentions as were attrib- 
uted to her by the manager. We were very sli'^litly 
acqumnted, but our intercourse had been agreeable. 

Miss Cushman's name was uaceremoaiously expunged 
from the "cast;" and Miss Emmeline Montague, the 
leading lady of the theatre, was pei-suaded by Mr, Mad- 
dox to undertake the rdle of Helen. 

At the last rehearsal, for we had several, just a? Misa 
Montague commenced rehearsing, Miss Susan Cushman 
walked upon the stage. She inquired by what right 
the character belonging to her was given to another 
lady. The manager, who was not celebrated for a con- 
ciliatory demeanor towards Lis company, bluntly in- 
formed her of his suspicions. An angry scene ensued, 
such as I never before, and I rejoice to say never afier, 
witnessed in any theatre. Rehearsal was interrupted, 
I sat down at lie prompter's table in a most unenviable 
state of mind. The actors staod in clusters around the 
wings, enjoying the dispute. Miss Cushman and Jlr. 
Maddox occupied the stage. A casual spectator might 
have supposed they were rehearsing some tempestuous 
passages of a melodrama. Miss Cushman declared that 
abe would play Helen, for that she had done nothing to 
forfeit her right to tlie performance. Mr. Bladdox 
maintained that the part should be played by Miss 
Montague. Miss Cushman was very naturally exasper- 
. aled. I remained silent, but internally wishing that 
the disputants might suddenly disappear through some 
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of the trap doors that checkered the stage and were 
devoted to the use of fairies and hohgoWins. 

Finally Mr. Maddox ordered (hat the stage should be 
cleared and rehearsal continued. Miss Cushman was 
forced to retire. Just as she reached the wing, she 
turned back and offered me her hand. I gave her mine 
— she departed, and rehearsal proceeded. This ex- 
traordinary scene in the drama of real life thoroughly 
unnerved and unfitted me for the business of the hour; 
and that night I was to make my London deiut ! 

I had not recovered from the painful excitement 
when I drove to the theatre in the evening to dress for 
the performance of Julia. How shall I describe the 
petty miseries, the mountain of vexation, made up of 
"unconsidered trifles," that rendered that night «n- 
apeakably wretched ? Who does not know how much 
easier it is to endure a great and actual trial than the 
pin-pricks of accumulated annoyances ? 

Shivering with cold, I entered the dreary " star dress- 
ing room." My newly-engaged maid awaited me. She 
was a quiet, tunid, middle-aged woman, and appeared 

" Is there no fire ? " I inquired, with chattering teeth. 

" This stove smokes, ma'am ; and the ladies com- 
plain £0 much that I was afraid to have it lighted." 

" But I sliall freeze while I am dressing ! " 

The good woman looked distressed, and seemed fo 
think it very likely. 

Just at this moment the mistress of the wardrobe 
entered with some dresses which she had persuaded me 
to let her alter, that they might be more in accordance 
with English taste. In a somewhat authoritative tone, 
she bade the maid light all the gas burners, informing 



Hosted bv Google 



276 AUTOBIOGKAPHT OF AN ACTRKSS. 

me ihat they would sufficiently heat the room. They 
Kooii createtl an unwholesome warmth, wlilch was, how- 
ever, more endurable than absolute cold. 

The mistress of the wardrobe, to my surprise and 
annoyance, seemed prepared lo make hei-self at home in 
my comfortless aparlment. At all events, it was more 
than /could do. She had belonged to the theatre a 
number of years, and had complacently passed judg- 
ment on all the "stars" whose transitory light had 
illumined that firmament. Her loquacity nearly deaf- 
ened me ; hut she was a personage of too much im- 
portance to be coolly requested to leave the room. 

I did venture a gentle hint, by remarking, signifi- 
cantly, "I think I must begin to dress soon" — but I 
was defeated by the quiet tone of aequiescence with 
which she replied, "I tliink you must, or you wo'nt 
be ready." 

I tliought of Sinbad the sailor, and the oM man of 
the sea upon his shoiildera, who could not be shaken off. 
I began to dress. My unwelcome visitor poured forth 
one unceasing stream of gossip as she watched me. 
Now and then she directed or chid the timid maid, but 
never attempted to assist her, I prepared to arrange 
my hair. 

" Aren't you going to liave a bair dresser ? " inquired 
my tormentor, looking aghast at my evident intention 
of being my own coiffeur. 

" No. I always dress my own hair ! " 

" Well, now, let's see what you're going to make of 
it ! What a heap of hair you've got, lo be sure ! " 

A heap of hair ! I was inclined to be vain of the 
length and abundance of my hair — I may make the 
admission now. I looked at her, — I will not describe 
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in what manner, — but I might aa well have looked at 
the Great Mogul, under the delusion that he would be 
awed. The "heap of hair" was rapidly diyided into a 
single row of ringlets that fell to the waist. 

" You're not going to leave your hair in that wild 
fashion ? " 

" To be sure I am — I constantly wear it so." 

" Good gracious ! the audience will guy you ! " 

•a, me?" 

"Why, yes — guy you — gug you! — they will !" 

" Guy me? "What do you mean by gv-yV' I asked, 
becoming alarmed, in spite of myself, at the unknown 
horror, 

"Why, laugh at you, to be sure — and chaff you!" 

"OA<#me?" 

" Yes ; elap their hands, as if they thought it was 
very pretty, and all the lime be giiying you. Don't you 
know about the fifth of November — Guy Fawkes's day 
— when they carry a guy about the streets to make 
sport of ? That's guying ! " 

This was a novel style of gunpowder plot, and I was 
standing over the tmin which my ringlets were to 
ignite I 

I lurned from the glass, which reflected a face not 
vei-y amiable in its expression, and commenced dress- 

" Wait a moment ! wait a moment ! I have forgotten 
something!" said my persecutor, and ran out of the 

She returned in a moment, and handed me a wadded 
jiipon, very dexterously made to amplify and round the 
form. 

" I made this for you to wear, for I noticed you 
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hailn't much more figure than a beanstalk. You look 
as if a breath of air would blow you away." 

It was true that I was, at that perioiJ, excessively 
thin — my weight being less than ninety pounds, 
although I was slightly above the medium height. 

I looked doubtfully at this new and ingenious appli- 
ance of the toilet, but was finally persuaded to try its 
effect. To my own eyes the added breadth gave me a 
disproportioned appearance, rendering the waist wasp- 
ish, and the shoulders too narrow. I was assured that 
it was a great improvement, and made me look less in- 
significant. There was no time for alteration ; the 
"call boy" had tapped at the door, and given the sum- 
mons, " Julia, you are called." At the same moment, 
Mr. Mowatt came to conduct me to the entrance, whore 
the Helen of the evening stood waiting. 

Helen and Julia enter together. As we advanced 
from the back of the stage, we wore greeted with re- 
peated rounds of applause. But it was rea'ionable to 
suppose that one lialf of the welcome was intended for 
Miss Montague, a lady who, for her talents and her pri- 
vate virtues, was held in deservedly high esteem. 

For the first lime I comprehended the full meaning 
of the mystical words, " stage fright." My moment 
de pew had come at last. The malady had seized 
me, and in its worst form. "With my first attempt to 
acknowledge the salutation of the audience, I lost 

" The flasB 
That marks aeciirity to please." 

T could not force my quivering lips into a smile i 
when I spoke, I could not hear the, sound of my own 
voice ; floating mists were dancing before my eyes ; I 
saw three faces of Helen instead of one. What 
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was the matter with my feet? When I tried to walk, 
the tiny liuks of some invisihle chain bound them to- 
gether. And my limbs — why could not the most reso- 
lute effort prevent their tremulous motion ? My very 
hair, as it touched my shoulders, seemed to have a 
clammy, Medusa-like coil. Mechanically, meaninglessly 
I uttered the worda of the part, and gazed at the trip- 
Ucaled Helen with a vacant stare. Not a hand of 
s raised for Julia through that first act — 

■ through the second — nor through the lliird — 
though the author has afforded manifold oppovtunitiea 
of making "points." 1 had never before failed, at 
certajn bursts of passion, to elicit the responsiveness of 
the audience. But I could make no bursts. Like an 
automaton, I moved inanimately through the part. 
I seemed to myself gradually sinking on a shoreless 
sea, in a dead calm, — the aea of public condemnation, — 
without the power to grasp even at a straw. 

The fourth act commenced. Master "Walter leads 
the penitent Julia through the sumptuous halls of her 
affianced bridegroom's mansion. A mirror is supposed 
to be seen in the distance. Master Waller bids Julia 
look at Ihe reflected image of the mistiness, in anticipa- 
tion, of these splendoi's. At rehearsal. Master Walter 
had asked me, as he was in courtesy bound to do, on 
which side I preferred the imaginary mirror lo be situ- 
ated. I answered, on the leil. It is often confusing, 
evea to very old actors, to have the "sides," on which 
they have been accustomed to act, unexpectedly 
changed. Did Master Walter remember this when he 
deliberately crossed the stage, and pointed me out the 
mirror on the right ? I was ungenerous enough to 
fancy he did. 
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Master "Walter hands Julia a chair, and seafs liiraself 
'beside her. At the words, — 

*' happy steed, 
My heart boimda at the thoaglit of thee ! Thou comest 
To bear the page frqm bonds to liberty ! " — 

Julia epritigs joyfully from her seat. The action ja 

I ral th t ! dly b <! d M W 1 

ihdlaidd til ltd H k 

h 1 g d t m if llj f t 

th d 1 b t ly (b ;^ I 1 t ) 1 1 a 

p jflg d dhmlfr 

tatpti qdmm Itl h 

t h h i II 1 b mpo&bl I 

d did k tl fll I t te pt 1 

histo y of he p Less a d pfloC, but un.uccessfully. 
I tried to attract hts attention lo the mishap, but he was 
rapt in his part. I had no alternative but to utter 
*he required lines without attempling to start up, and 
U> wait patiently unljl he thought proper to rise and 
release me. 

At the announeement of the Earl's secretarj', Master 
"Walter was forced to make his exit, I was a prisoner 
no longer. I stood aloue upon the stage. The oppress- 
ing influences had vanished. The icy spell was sud- 
denly broken. My pai-alyzing fears melted away. I 
delivered the soliloquy, commencing, — 

" A wedded bride ! Is it a dream ? ia it a phantom ? " — 
wilh an impassioned abandon that called down a slorm 
of surprised applause. It was the first I had received 
since I opened my lips. Davenport entered as Clifibi-d. 
How the scene between JuHa and the new secretary 
was enacted, the plaudits, that came in sudden gusta 
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from the time it commencecl, and the vociferous attempt 
to call us before the curtain at the close of the fourth 
BC^ abundantly testified. I refused to answer the sum- 
iMOns, but hastened to my dressing room to assume 
Julia's bridal attire. I was myself again — or rather, I 
was once more the character I represented. Had I 
found (he pertinacious visitant in ray apartment, 1 
should liave dismissed her as unhesitatingly as I threw 
aside the fictitious embellishment which she compelled 
me to wear. 

If, when I appeared on the stage in the fifth act, the 
audience remarked that Julia had grown mysteriously 
slender, they were at liberty to conclude that she had 
pined away, and become etherealized by her sorrows. 
How I passed through Julia's stormy scene with Master 
W a dienee (old me with unmistakable 

vo I WL. no longer panic-stricken. Master "Wal- 

te m ha d me to the wrong side of the stage, 
o tiken [ on r my train — he could not now have 
d o ert me I had passed out of the narrow limit 
an o 's malice could rea«h. Half an hour 

before, I had stood ujKin the very brink of failure. By 
a sudden transition of feeling within myself, a similar 
revulsion had been produced upon the audience, and 
their verdict was reversed. That verdict we re- 
ceived at the close of the fifth act, in front of the cur- 
tain. The " call " had never before impsirted to me a 
sensation of such intense pleasure. I needed this 
marked assurance that I had removed the impression 
made by my apathetic acting through three weaiy acta 
of the play. 

Mr. Davenport escaped the annoyances to which I 
had been subjected. The [.art of Chfford is not one in 
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which he eonH exhibit fho extent of his talents ; but 
his fine person, manly heai-Jrg, and quietly earnest act- 
ing won ready favor. 

It was sis montlis before I wholly recovered from the 
mental effects of that first night upon a London sta^e. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

London Editors.— The Daily Times and the Earl of Carlisle. 
Mr. ilacready, — Personal Ac(piai3aanee and friendly Services. — 
First Bn^jogentsnt at Theatre Royal Olympie. — Lady of Lyons. — 
Eelngagement in CoTQtoiction loith Mr. Brooke. — The Lmds of 
Ellingham.— Accident on first Night's Bepresentatieiu—Mary 

Boviilt Her Artist Daughter. — Camilla Crosliaid. — Poem.— 

Mr. Ma/ready's Faremell at Theatre Royal, Marylebotis. — Our 
Etigaifentent. — Succession of EerngageiaeiUs. — Penaaneat Stars. 
— •• Shadow on the Wall." — Armand produced in London. — Note 
from BC J. Fox, M. P., on the Morning of Bepresenlati<m. — His 
Critigue in the Examiner. — PubUcatiQa of Play. — Effei^ of 
Play BooAi in the Theatre upon Actors. — A Prompter's Aiiec- 
Me. — Presentation of Silver Vase. — The Witch Wi/c. 

No ordeal could he severer than the one through 
which we passed on that first night in London. 
Amongst tlie audience, there were not a doaen persona 
whose hands had ever clasped ours in friendly greeting. 
Even the few to whom we were personally known had 
been strangers a week before. Amongst the members 
of the press and the habitues of the theatre, wlio play 
the critic with a faultfinding passion, — for 

" A man must bctyo his time to every trade 



we had not a single acquaintance. Consequently, we 
were not prepared for the flattering estimate of our 
abilities which appeared in the public journals on the 
morning after our dthut. 

The Hunchback was repeated for our second appear- 
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ante. Oil this occasion the performance 
marred by the demoniacal posacsslon of tlie 
" stage fright." 

Benedick and Beatrice were our next impers 
I quote one of the notices which met our well-pleased 
eyes on ihe ensuing morning : — 

" The great test of a (rue dramatic artiste is ShakapCEire. Many 
an actor or actress who has acquired a fair portion ot fame in tlie 
ordinary run of characters fails in the attempt to inibody the crea- 
tions of Shakspeare ; whereas, on the contrary, the artiste who can 
act Shakapears can act any tiring else with ease and success. Mrs, 
Mowatt was last night fried by the Shakapearlan test, and was not 
foond wanting. She is an artiBte — there is no mistake about it. 
She baa the ring of the genuine metal — she can act Shalispearel 
The play was Much Ado about Nothing, and Mrs. Mowatt sus- 
tained the part of Beatrice. She looked chaiiningly, and thor- 
ougMy Bntored into the spirit of her part. Nothing could exceed 
the- playful eapiigleirie with which she bantered Benedick, and the 
thorough jKsW with which she gave the repartees. Her ringing, 
tinkling laugh, too, was fascinating, exceedingly — it was the laugh 
of genuine enjoyment. In the more serious scenes, too, — although, 
perhaps, she exhibited here and there a tendency to overacting, 
which appears to he the great fault of the American school ot 
tragedy, — she was very line. 'One touch of feeling makes the 
whole world kin ; ' and who, that witneased her mdignant denuncia- 
tions of the wrongera of Hero, did not feel the truth of the line i 
The forte of Mrs. Mowatt ia evidently high comedy. Her Beatrice 
ia a proof of it ; her success was comploto. She was well supported 
by Mr. Davenport, whose Benedick, albeit perhaps scarcdy suifi- 
cientiy rollicking in the carher scenes, was a well-studied, gentle, 
manly line ot acting." 

But while all the London papers bestowed elaborate 
criticism, the oracular Daily Times, which leads the ed- 
itorial van, preserved an ominous silence. Its columns 
wholly ignored our too republican existence. 

I do not mean to convey the impression (hat the 
press, with this exception, were unanimous in their 
commendations. The Morning Post could barely tol- 
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Our engagement of six weeks ca t 1 

the morning after my benefit — o 1 ht — th 

portentous silence of the Daily Tim \ t dly 

broken. It suddenly discovered h t A 

performers were actually fulBlling f 1 

ment at the Princesses' Theatre, ad dea d ly 
honored thim with a laudatory notl H f 1 
performances were regularly chron Id t 1 m 
The mysterious waking up for a tim m d as 
comprehensible to us as the long elumb 

At a dinner party given by Mr M dj b 

came acquainted with Mr. Oxenf d tl th 1 

critic of this influential journal. A p f 1 If 
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friendsliip sprang out of the introduction, and lasted 
several years. Mr. Oxenford said to me one (iay, 
" Would you like fe know how the Daily Times chanced 
to notice j'ou after giving you the go-hy through your 
fii-st engagement ? " 

I replied, that there were few suhjecte upon which 
my curiosity had been so much excited ; consequently, 
the informaiion would be particularly interesting. 

"You are indebted to a friend," he answered. 

" To what friend ? " 

« To Ihe Earl of Carlisle." 

Mr. Oxenford then Hild me that he had always lacked 
faith in America's ability to produce theatrical genius 
of high order — making Miss Cualimaa an exception to 
this sweeping scepticism. When he heard of the new 
American artists in England, he thought it " too great 
■^ bore " to go and see them. A note from the Earl of 
Carlisle induced him to visit the theatre on my benefit 
night. The contents of this note he did not repeat, but 
I presume it requested for us an impartial criticism. 
Henry Clay's letter to the Earl of Carlisle, with one of 
my own, were, I believe, enclosed in the earl's missive 
to the editor of the Times. It was, then, to our own 
beloved and distinguished countryman — not wholly to 
a foreign nobleman — that we owed our indebtedness 
for this important service. 

Our engagement at the Princesses' was to be fol- 
lowed by the appearance of Mr. Macready. A propo- 
sition was made to us by Mr. Henry Wallack, stage 
manager, that we should consent to a reengagement, 
and act in conjunction with Mr. Macready in tlie plays 
whicJ! he produced. This arrangement would have af- 
forded me invaluable opportunities of improvement in 
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my vocation. But my personations had been con- 
fined to the Juliets, Eosalinds, Desdemonas. Mr. 
Miieready required lie support of a Lady Macbeth, 
Queen Constance, Queen Katharine. These were im- 
bodiments which I liad not the temerity to attempt — 
at least not until I had devoted to them the study of 
months, or rather years. I was obliged reluctantly 
to forego the proposed dislinction. Mrs. Kemble fiQed 
the place for which I, confessedly, had not the indis- 
pensable qualifications. 

Our personal acquaintance with Mr. Macready was 
the source of mingled gratification and advantage, A 
dinner was given at his house for the express purpose 
of making us acquainted with persona of literary, 
editorial, and social influence. Nor was this the only 
means by which he generously endeavored to promote 
our professional interest. 

Our second engagement in London took place at the 
Olympic Theatre Eoyal. Mr. Davidson was the nomi- 
nal manager. The name of the actual lessee and man- 
ager, a gentleman of family and high literary standing, 
was withheld from the public. 

Mr. Brooke had just made his triumiiliant London 
debul at this theatre. During his temporary absence 
in the provinces we appeared in the Lady of Lyons, 
the manager of the Olympic not finding the author's 
demand so exorbitant as it was deemed by the manager 
of the Princesses'. But the former was a dramatist 
himself. The play was repeated six successive nights. 
Shortly aSter Mr. Brooke's return we reengaged, and 
appeared in the same plays, Mr. Davenport and Mr. 
Brooke sustaining cliaracters of equal importance. 

This combination took place for the first represeata- 
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tioii of a tragedy in five acta, by Henry Spicer, Esq., 
author of Judge JefiVeys, Honesty, &c., entitled the 
Loi-ds of Ellingliam. The production of that play 
formed the principal feature of our engagement. Mr. 
Davenport's portrayal of the confiding, noble-minded 
Dudley Latymer wtjo him much applause. Mr, Erooke 
rendered the audacious villany of Laurcncy almost 
dangerously captivating. 

The death of Edith, in the last act, ends a highly- 
wrought scene, full of Ihrillingly effective situations. I 
forgot the wisdom of reserved strength on the first night, 
and made too lavish an expenditure. In attempting to 
reach my dressing room immediately after "the death," 
I fell from exhaustion, and, striking a sharp corner, cut a 
deep gash near the left temple. Fortunately, the flow 
of blood restored me to consciousness. The first sound 
I heard on recovering was the call boy's summons of 
" Edith, you are called." In the dosing scene of the 
play Edith is brought in on her bier, to strike hoiTor 
to the heait of her remorseless persecutor. The bier 
could not be carried empty upon Ihe stage, for, at a 
certain point, it is necessaiy that a veil should be lifted, 
and Edith's face disclosed. The manager, hearing of 
my accident, was very'anxious to pi-ocure a substitute; 
but there was no time, and the discovery of a change 
by the audience would have endangered the effective- 
ness of the last act, and perhaps the success of the 
play. 

My head was hastily bound up, and I was laid upon 
the bier. The ghastliness of countenance produced by 
the accident was particularly appropriate to the {to me) 
solemn occasion. But when Dudley lifled the veil, and 
beheld the bandaged head and the erimsoa drops that 
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still trickled amongst Edith's hair, he uttered an Invol- 
untary exclamation of horror not set down " i' the 
book." The departed spirit of Edith must have re- 
turned at the sound, for she whispered reassuringly 
through half-opened lips, "It's nothing — Tm not much 
hurt!" 

The accident did not prevent my responding to the 
call of the audience when the play ended, though with 
bandaged brows ; nor did it preclude my appearance in 
the same character on the ensuing night, in spite of an 
unbecoming wound, that could not be concealed by the 
most ingenious arrangement of curls. But this accident 
is a trifle to those which occur every day in the profes- 
sion. There are instances of men's continuing a per- 
formance on the stage after they have had a finger or 
thumb acLidentally shot off The puttmg out of an eye, 
or the breakmg of i hmb, might po'Sibly be consideied 
disabling , but minor calamities would be looked upon 
as too trivial to trustiate the enjoyment of a deopotio 
audience. 

Our engagement at the Olj mpic contmutd until the 
close of (he thc'ilie for the summer vacation 

The entourage of fiieudships will render any locahty 
aAome. The mo'.t genial of social surioundings soon 
made us cea'ie to teel like strangers m Ijondon Hil- 
lard, in his ex4Ui&ile book on Italy, remaika, "It is well 
to be chary ot names It is in ungrateful rcluin for 
hospitable attentions to piint the conieriation of jour 
host," &c i,c The temptation to disrezard thio admo 
nition is great in proportion to the in dom ot the lule 
from which it emanates I have endeiiored la spita 
of some natural mchnations to the conlidrj, to adhere 
to tlie precept, except when the names of pirtiea men- 
19 
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tioned were in some way associated with my own his- 
tory. In this connection I may speak of Mary and 
William Howitt. Their names had been familiar words 
from childhood. What a moment of delight I thought 
it, when I couid exchange my imperfect, imaginary por- 
ti-aits of these celebrities for as charming realities ! We 
first met at a literary soiree. I knew that Mary Howitt 
was present. Aa my eyes glanced round the room in 
search of her, they rested upon a lady whose almost 
Quaker-like simplicity of garb, blandly serene counte- 
nance, and earnest manner in conversatioo, made me 
exclaim, interiialiy, " That must be Mary Howitt ! " A 
few minutes afterwards, when we were presented to 
each other, I found that I Vas nof mistaken. 

Her personal acquaintance wilh members of the dra- 
matic profession had awakened an intei-est in the stage. 
But in what subject, affecting human welfare, does not 
Mary Howitt take a ready interest ? Out of what un- 
pretending ore would not the alchemy of her philan- 
thropic mind strike a vein of gold? Our accidental 
introduction ripened into an attachment — at least on 
my side. We were constantly thrown into communica- 
tion; and JIary Howitt's visits, generally extended to 
some hours, ushered in my " white days." She pro- 
posed to add mine to the collection of memoirs that had 
already flowed from her graphic pen, and desired us to 
furnish her with materials. In compliance with this re- 
quest, my early history was related, principally by Mr. 
Mowatt. The memoir, which slie used to pronounce " a 
labor of love," was published in the Teople's Journal- 
William and Mary Howitt were at that time the editors. 

Our intercourse with Mary Howitt was greatly en- 
hanced by the society of her gentle, artist daughter, 
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Anna Mary Ilowitt. She had not then contrlhuled to 
the literary world her entertaining book, entitled, The 
Art Student in Munich. It might truly be caid of this 
lovely girl, — 

" The dispo'iition? she inherits 
WUch render fair gifts fairer." 

She at once resemhled and differed from her mother in 
character. Her philanthropy was as large, hut more 
discriminating. Her energies were more concentrated. 
Her pefceptions of the beautiful and true (are they Dot 
identical ?) were even quicker. Her friendships were 
built upon rocks — those of her motlier had now and 
then a ha>4ty foundation in sand. Who, that has once 
known this youthful artist^uthoress, can forget the pe- 
culiar fascination of her dove-like ways — the frank 
simplicity which impressed one with a sense of reserved 
power to be used at need — the modest sensitiveness 
that shrank from display — the apparent unconsciousnesB 
of her own rich gifts? She always reminded me of 
Wordsworth's description of that Lucy who " dwelt 
alone beside the banks of Dove " — although, in one re- 
spect, she differed — there were many to praise her, and 
many to love. 

Another friendship, highly prized and warmly re- 
sponded to, and leaned upon with a loving confidence in 
its lasting strength, was that of a friend of the Howitts, 
Camilla Crosland, — nee Camilla Toulmin, — celebrated 
as a novelist, poetess, editress. 

Mrs. Crosland addressed to me the following poem, 
one of the most valued of the effusioiis to which my 
name has been attached. My prospective return to 
America had formed the principal subject of our con- 
versation. 
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TO ANNA CORA MOWATT. 
Blow, Heatcm wind, athwart the waTe,~ 

Blow, WBBtcm breezes, stiU, — 
And hold at baj the envious hark. 

That seeks its sul to fill, 
Whene'er the threatoned day arriTea 

(We drBE.ni of it with pdn) 
That calls the bird of passage home, 

Across th' Atlantic nidn. 

Abird — apeorl — a'^ily"' flower! 

We lore to liken thee 
To something fresh from Nature's hand 

In mystic purity. 
And Protean should be types, I ween. 

Of thee, richly sifted ! 
Bj triple tighta and Triple crowns 

AboYO the herd uplifted. 

Thy perfect beauty not the theme 

On which to fondly warm ; 
For common clay has ta'cn, ere now. 

The Spartan Helen's form. 
And yet that beauty had a spell 

Which unto awe could reach, 
When first I clasped thy hand, and heard 

The music of thy speech. 
It stayed the words upon my tongne. 

My foot upon the floor; 
I eould but gaze as I, metliinks. 

Had never gased, before. 

And cordial was thy clasp ; 
And yet, tluit awe well nigh forbado 

My hand return the grasp. 
I knew thee by a knowledge deep — 

That of thy printed page ; 
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Thy Blanche was still a hearsay thing, 

Thy Pauline but a draam ; 
And Shakspeate'e women dwelt apart. 

Far from conventional, cold rules. 

That leU of paint and glare, 
And all the playhouse tricks o{ trade. 

And player's studied care, 
Thy poet soul can mould and bring 

The poofs thought to Ufa, 
As when Italian Juliet loves, 

And dies a hapless wife ; — 
Or ehastfl Vii^nia, tyrant-doomed. 

Amid her household gods, 
Most desolate, yet undismayed, 

By Roman Uctor'a rods ! 
To goodness, greatness, love, and fiiith. 

Thy heart responsive bends ; 
Thy leoman's nature ia the spell 

ITiat with thy genius Wends, — 
The spell that bmda our hearts to thee 

With chiuns more strong than steel. 
And girds thee round with British Iotc, 

And friends both warm and leal, 
Who bid the western breese to blow 

Athwart the Atlantic main. 
And envy thy broad land the right 

To lure thee back again. 

Five years have added their daily strength to the bond 
of affection that links CamUla Croaknd with all my 
most cherished English associations. Her name has 
ever a harp-like sound in my ears, and brings back her 
own tones, — 

" A roice of holy sweetness, turning commcn words to grace." 

There are high arguments in her life to disprove the 
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supposed incompatibility of lilerary [lursuit^ with home 
avocations — more emphatically womanly. These are 
manifested in the smiling patience with which she haa 
encountered " a sea of trials," whose tide but ebbed 
to flow again ; the simple dignity with which she re- 
ceives the homage due to her talents; (he "gracious 
household ways" that render beautiful her domestic 
existence. But I may not linger upon this theme, 
though it is one fraught with so many holy and touching 



At the Theatre Koyal, Marylebone, Mr. Macready 
played his London farewell previous to his depwture for 
America. The engagement was one of the most bril- 
liant on record. Mrs. Warner occupied the managerial 
chair at this theatre for several seasons. Her untiring 
exertions and Mr, Macready'a advent drew a high class 
of audiences to the Marylebone. The theatre is situ- 
ated at the " West End " of London. Other stars of 
note succeeded Mr. Macveady and Mrs. Warner, and the 
audience which they first attracted became permanent. 

An advantageous offer was made to us by the Mary- 
lebone management and accepted. We opened in As 
You Like It. Our engagement of twelve niglits was fol- 
lowed by a reengagement of twelve more, and immedi- 
ately after by a third engagement. We became estab- 
lished favorites with the audience, and a proposition was 
made for us to become the permanent "stars" of the 
establishment for the next five months, appearing every 

I ought to mention that the most eminent London 
stars eschew the comet-like course adopted in the United 
States. If their attraction is considered sufficiently 
strong, they engage for the season. Mr. and Mrs. 
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Kcan were at tlhis period the fixed stars of the Hay- 
market Theatre. 

The one hundred and twenty odd nights which were 
now to be occupied in the same locality demanded a 
supply of new parts. In two or three instances, the 
choice of plays was left to the management. I — 
not possessing Mr. Davenport's remarkable versatility, 
which enabled him to imbody with equal ease an 
Othello or a Yankee, a cardinal or a sailor — was, con- 
sequently, the sufferer. 

On one occasion the manager selected a drama by 
Serle, entitled the Shadow upon the Wall. The char- 
acter of the heroine had been very successfully repre- 
sented by Mrs. Keeley ; but it was as much out of my 
range as Lady Macbeth would be out of hers. I en- 
deavored in vain to idealize the cottage Cicely , I iiked 
to deal with subtleties in my delineations, and !he 
breadth of melodrama eluded my reach. At one cli- 
max of the play, Cicely, wandering through a deep glen, 
beholds the shadow of the murderer on a ruined wall 
"With a loud shriek she stands — that is to say, U is her 
duty io stand — transfixed in an attitude of horror. I 
was loo nearsighted lo distinguish the shadow, and 
could not be certain when it appeared, for I occupied 
the stage alone. A person was stationed behind the 
scenes, near one of the entrances, to apprise me in a 
whisper when the shadow " came on ; " but not being 
wrought up to the requisite pitch of terror by the an- 
nouncement in a gentle whisper that it was time to be 
frightened, the only scream I could execute was a very 
dubious exclamation, that probably indicated nothing 
more distressing than a sudden pinch. The "attitude 
of horror " was an equally tame and amiable expression 
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of alarm. The "shadow scene" consequently lost all 
its effect, though I am told that it was particularly 
startling whea Mrs, Keeley enacted Cicely. 

I found, while studying the character, that it was not 
one in which I was likely to advance my dramatic repu- 
laliou. It occurred to me to " write in " a few speeches 
which I could render telling by their deliveiy. As I 
hoped, tiiey drew down the plaudits of the audiejice, 
who were ignorant of the interpolations. I was con- 
gratulating myself, at the conclusion of the play, upon 
the dexterous (as I thought) introductions, when, to my 
surprise and confusion, I was informed that the author 
was in the theatre, and desired to be presented to jne. 
He had witnessed the performance; had heai-d the 
ti'ashy lines that I had passed off as his ; and probably, 
in his heart, meditated some condign punishment for my 
presumption. I would have done any thing reasonable 
or unreasonable to avoid the introduction ; but there was 
no escape. When the offended dramatist was brought 
behind the scenes, his frigid bearing, and stern, rebukinc 
countenance did not lend to reestablish my self-posses- 
sion. He looked as though he longed to say, " Where 
did you get those fine claptrap speeches with which 
you have thought fit to interlard my play?" and I 
wanted to answer, in a penitential tone, " Pardon what I 
Lave spoke ! " &c. But we were neither of us standing 
in Madame de Genhs's Palace of Tmth, and we could 
only ffuess at each other's thoughts. In that faculty my 
transatlantic origin gave me the advantage. I read such 
unqualified condemnations in his mind that I never after 
ventured to utter more than was " set down " by the 
author. 

In spite of my shortcomings as Cicely, the play 
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was rendered sufficiently attractive, by Mr. Davenport's 
tlii-iiling personation of Luke, to be repeated several 
times. Tlie critics courteously ignored my failure ; but 
that did not render the mortili cation less poignant to 
myself. 

When the seaion was at its height, Armand was 
placed in rehearsal. It had first been perused and can- 
vassed by four distinguished London critics. They 
were authors themselves, ami three of them dramatic 
aulhoTS. The play was revised by one of their number ; 
or ralher, it was marked abundantly for my revisioa. 
A speech was pointed out which bears strong tesem- 
blanc-e to a passage in Byron's SardanapaUis. The 
imitation was an unintentional one. I proposed ex- 
punging the lines entirely, but wai overruled by the 
judgment of my critics. I next attempted to alter Ihem ; 
but the amendment was not approved. They finally 
decided that the passage should stand undefended as it 
was originally written. 

The play was put upon the stj^e after many labori- 
ous rehearsals. The scenery and stage appointments 
were al! of the most costly character. The " cast" was 
unexceptionable. All the actors lent their hearty coop- 
ention The jday could only fail through its own in- 
trinsic wint of merit. 

I pass over the days of nervous unrest, of feverish 
anxiefj durmg its preparation. For an American, and 
a wom.in, to aim at double distinction, as actress and 
dramatist, before a London tribunal, was, to say the least, 
a bold experiment. 

On the morning of the representation, my flagging 
spirits were suddenly raised by a note from a gentleman 
distinguished as a divine a man of letters, and member of 
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ParliamRnt, Mr. W. J. Fos. It accompanied the man- 
uscript of Armand, whith he had requested the privi 
lege of reading. Tlie note contained these words: — 

Dkak Mes. Mowatt. 

Thanks for the sight of this. "'Tis not in mortals to 
command success," hut you have assuredly deserved it. 
Yours, sincerely, 

W. 1. POX, 

Many a time that day was this precious little docu- 
ment reperused ; and if I read it with glistening eyea 
and a swelling heart, was not the weakness a pardonable 
one? 

Armand was produced at the Theatre Eoyal, Mary- 
lehone, January 18, 1849. The theatre was crammed 
from pit to dome. The faces of well-known London 
literati were conspicuously scattered about the house. 
As soon as the curtain rose, this intelligence was brought 
to my dressing room. But for the note of Mr. Fox, I 
should probably have had another attack of " stage 
friglit," and, by that fatal panic, insured the failure of 
the play. To be told from such a source that I had 
" deserved success," sustained and inspired me. 

At the close of the second act, the actors, who had 
assembled in a body around the wings to witness the 
representation, assured mc that " the play was safe; the 
audience were in such a capital humor, and so attentive." 
To rivet the attention of an audience is always a gigan- 
tic step towards success ; for 

L" 
With what a thrill of delight I watched the green 
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curtain fall upon the fifth act! After I once began to 
feel my full responsibilities as an artist, the nigbtly de- 
scent of this welcome green curtain became one of the 
ecstatic moments of my existence. It always gave me 
the delicious sense 

" Of trial past, of duty done ! " 



and brought the calm of well-earned repose. 


At our ■ 




ions before the curtain when we were 


toid in c 




h d y h d b en achieved, 


Mr. Da 
scattered fi 
nized a d 




dm u h a p parterre of 

and g d Am hem I recog- 

ea h f m made of fresh 


ivy lea 
hand sa 

washer 
another fl 




w h h d b oven by no 

M H a daughter. It 

d so y. To many 

d nd b qu w a ed the names 



of ever-to-be-remembereJ London liiendw. 

Ke\ lews of the plaj h e^lracts appeal ed the next 
morn ng m almost every jo irnsl in London Their 
tenor m ly be mferied from tie fict tl at tventytvo 
of these noti<,es were repr ited ipon the an jle [lay 
bills during the run of the pi ly The Da ly Timea gai e 
a long and complimentary notice, with extracts. The 
notice in the Examiner was written by W. J. Fox, 
M. P. ; and this I quote, on account of tlie high source 
from which it emanated: — 

" Marylebose Theatke.— On Thnrsdaj night, a new play, by 
Mrs. Movratt, the American aclress, was produced at this theatre, 
with cornplete and triumphant success. It is entitled Armand, or 
the Peer and the Feasant, and the contrast intimated in the second 
title is wrought out very effectively by scenes and characters dis- 
pUying the best side of rural life, and the profligate minners of 
the court of Louis XV. These uncongenial elements are shiltullj 
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blended by a plot which makes Blinche, the village Msy Queen, the 
nnaokiiowledgea diiugbler of Bulte de Richelieu, and the peasant 
Armand her suoceBsM lovet, notwithstanding tlie disparity of birth, 
and the difficultios interposed by the passion of Ihe monarch 
himsolf. 

"The incidents by which this is nccompliahed havelessot novelty 
in themselves than in their combination; and they are adapted to 
the author's purpose with great felicity. We have to overlook 
some few anachronisms, both social and moral; for the rapid ad- 
vaneement of Armand to high rank in the army, and the tone of 
thought and sentiment ascribed both to him and Blanche, properly 
belong to a post revolutionary period in French history. Still, their 
juxtaposition with the corruptions of the monarchy is so happily 
renderedsubservienttothepoetiqalunity oflhedcamaas to eilencB 
cri^cism. 

" The result is a play of lively, intense, and continuoua interest, 
which is more easily characterized than described. A profound phi- 
losophy of human nature, the terrific vrar of stormiest passion, and 
the magnificent barsts of poetry may not be there. Indeed, where 
are they, save in the few greatest masters of dramadc magic ? But 
we have, instead, living and snggestive outlines of character, scenes 
of pathos whose power is testified by the emotions of the audience, 
and a pervading simplicity, truth, and loveliness, both of thought 
and language, which act as a charm, d ar f 11 f fas m f 
This it is which leaves the most disti d di g 

Over the whole, tliough dangerous th m un 

dealt with, there is an air of purity, fin 
The moat religious parent m^ht tak h hi h 

And yet the common craving for th tn m 

risk of being ungraljfied. 

" Mrs. Moivatt is too htile known to L p 

be generally understood how complet be 

with her own heroine. In ihe simpli ty w tn 
the meek endurance, the moral energ th d to tl 

seeras no acting, but the direct and Bp ta eo es 

Tidual charaeter. There is freshness, beauty, and reality, nhich the 
most elaborate art cannot rival. We hope that the charm of this 
personation, together with the rare fact of success, both as actress 
and authoress, may lead to better opportunities than have yet 
occurred tbr Mrs. Mowatt's winning a just appreciation of her 
merits from metropolitan audiences. 

" Mr. Davenport rendered able support to the piece as Armand, 
the artisan. He maintained a frank, manly bearing, without de- 
generating into insolence ; and, to our perceptions, without that 
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of our critics, who migiit find the reslity nearer home. All the 

heartilj eis it proved successfully for the general effect. And Hies 
Villara deserves especial notice for her Uvolj delineation of an 
affected page of the old righie. The play wis well got up, and 
someof the^cenerj was highly creditable. The authoress, at the 
conclusion, was almo't smothered with bouquets and wreaths, and 
the repetition of the play every evening was announced with 
acclamations." 

Armand was enatted twenty-one nights. The title 
of the piay in America had been Armand, or the 
Child of the People. This second title could not obtain 
a license in London, and was changed to the Peer and 
the Peasant. Various passages, which had been pro- 
nounced upon the stage in New York and Boston, were 
expunged by the English licenser, on account of their 
anti-monarchica,! tendency. They were necessarily omit- 
ted in London. Some of them were afterwards restored 
before a Dublin audience, and met witb a moat uproar- 
ious response. Armaad was published in London im- 
mediately after its first representation. The copies 
nightly sold at the door of the theatre caused great an- 
noyance to the dramatic representatives of the play. It 
is a singular fact, that if the eye of an actor chances to 
rest upon an individual in the boxes who is deeply ab- 
sorbed in a book and if the acloi fane es that book la 
of the play then jerformmg he w U almoit m\ariably 
forget his part, though he may have enacted it u)irectly 
dozens of t nes Somet raea the mere leti-turning of 
books in the hanl ot the audience will thiow t whole 
company mto contus on and the jromjters voice may 
be hearl va nly attempt ng to plead the cause of the 
author. 

As soon as I discovered this professional peculiarity, 
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I endeavored to stop the sale of Armand, but u 
fully, as the English cupj right Lad beea bold. 

An American prompter told me that one night a 
company to which he was attached were acting a 
comedy which had been hastily put upon the slage. 
The actors were tolerably perfect in their part». But 
it chanced that an old gentleman sat in tlie stage box, 
with spectacles on nose, poring over a book, evidently 
intent upon following the play. The sight of fliis stu- 
dious individual disconcerted them so much that, in 
theatrical pai'lauce, several "stuck dead" in the few 
first scenes. The prompter, after making vain efforts 
to unravel the entangled dialogue, thought of a strata- 
gem to rid the actors of the confusing presence. He 
knocked at the door of the stage box, and, after many 
apologies, informed the venerable gentleman within 
that the jirompf book had accidentally been lost, and it 
was feared the performance could not continue, unless, 
indeed, he kindly loaned the manager his book. 

The book was instantly yielded up. The treacherous 
memories of the company suddenly became faitlifu!, and 
the play proceeded and ended without further inter- 
ruption. 

Armand was reproduced before the close of the sea- 
son, and I was offered a benefit, the proceeds of which 
were to be devoted to the purchase of a silver vase in 
commemoration of the London success of the American 
production. Every seat was engaged long before the 
appointed night. The largest amount that the theatre 
would hold when densely crowded being ascertained, 
the vase was purchased in advance. The presentation 
took place on the night of tke benefit, and greatly added 
to the eclat of the o 
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It is a magnificent vase of silver, lined witli gold, 
surmounted by a statuette of Shakspeare. The dedi- 
cation engraved upon one side of the vase states that it 
is presented " to Anna Cora Mowatt, for her services 
to the drama as authoress and actress, and as a record 
that worth and genius from every land will ever be 
honored ia England." 

The opposite side is inscribed with the following lines 
from Measure for Measure : — 

"In her youth 
There is a prone and spocchleBs dialect 
Sucli .13 mo^es men; besides, she has prospetous art 
Whon she would play ivith reason and discourse ; 
And well she can persuade." 

The season at the Marylebone closed this year with 
the production of the Witeli Wife, a drama in five 
acts, by Henry Spicer, Esq. It was successfully repre- 
sented. Mr. Davenport and myself enacted the lead- 
ing characters. The published play is prefaced by a 
complimentary dedication to the personator of the 
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— Stratford upon Aj«m. — An Aran Boalmati's Ideas of 
leore. — Housekeeper of Warwidt Castle, and Mrs. SiddoM. 
— lak of Wight. — Cottage at Richmond. — Vigorous Health. — 
Beopening of the SSayleUme.—A Fairy-li&e Dreisittg Room.— 
Velaaco. — Pttyiwso. — Romeo andJuliel. — Close of the Season. — 
Entertainmenl upon the Stage. — A Ballet Girl nearly burned to 
Death. — Mrs. Bensiaui'e Presence of Mind and Heroism. — Oen- 
erai Opinion of Ballet Girls. ~ A fem Truths concerning the Pro- 
fession. — History of Georgina, ike Ballet Girt. 

A PORTION of tlie summer theatrical vacation was 
passed in travelling. Our first visit was to the birth- 
place of the great prince of dramatists, whose tran- 
scendent genius of itself consecrates the stage. Dur- 
ing one of our drives through Stratford our carriage 
chanced to be filled with water lilies, just gathered at 
Victoria Spa. By a sudden impulse they were woven 
by me into a wreath, and flung at Shakspeare's door. 
The old woman who has chaise of the house spied the 
snowy token, and carried it to the room which is exhib- 
ited as the one in which Shakspeare was born. 

At Ann Hathaway'a cottage we drank from that well 
of most pellucid water heside which she and her in- 
spired poet-lover may often have stood. 

The sunny portion of one day was spent in rowing 
on the Avon. The stream bore no white water lilies 
on its bosom, but was profusely gemmed with a flower 
of cerulean blue, resembling the hyacinth. A few of 

(301) 



Hosted bv Google 



STRATFORD UPON AYOiS'. SOS 

these were gathered as mementoes. We were amused 
with our boiitmaa'a garruHty. His ideas of Shakspeare 
were irreverent to a degi-ee that turned indignation into 
mirth. He said he believed that some man of the 
niHoe of Shakspeare did live in that butcher's shop ; 
but, as far as he could find out, the man didn't differ 
particularly from other folks. As for the trash that 
was shown strangers, as liaving belonged to Mr, Shak- 
speare, it had all been bought up at sales of old furni- 
ture — he knew that for a faet. When he discovered 
that we were Americans, he asked many questions con- 
cerning the far-off El Dorado, and ended wifb, "Well, 
I should like to go to America once ; and my wife says 
she lias no objection to go, if she can come home at 
night to sleep." 

At Charlecote we passed several hours ; several 
more amongst the grass-grown rnina of Kenilworth Cas- 
tle; and Ike rest of tliedayat Guy's Cliff and Warwick 
Castle. A beautiful porlr^t of Mrs. Siddons was 
pointed out to us at the latter place by the housekeep- 
er, who assured us that Mrs. Siddons had resided ia 
that very castle in the capacity of lady's maid. An 
expression of incredulity from one of our party quite 
incensed the narrator. Her fertile imagination fur- 
nished us a marvellous sketch of the early life of the 
Queen of Tragedy. The biographer who complained 
that her history lacked incident might have found aa 
emharras derichesses with such a treasury. The genu- 
ineness of the materials, and that of the Shakspearian 
curiosities, would probably have weighed alike in the 
balance of truth. 

At the Isle of Wight — the Eden of England — we 
passed several weeks of enchantment. The cii-cuit of 
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the island was made in daily jaunfs. During these 
excursions, our memories were richly stored with pic- 
tures of varied loveliness. Through gradual triinsitions, 
the scenic beauty of the island glides from the wildly 
sublime to the softly beautiful,- 

The rest of the summer flew merrily by at a pretty 
furnished cottage, hired for the season, in Eichmond. 
How charming I thought Ihat little cottage, witli ita 
porch and windows draped with jasmine vines ! Now 
and then the wiiid would loosen festoons of the starry 
flowers and blow them into the window, as If inviting 
us to pluck them. Their fragrance circled the cottage 
witii a perfumed zone. 

Every moonlight evening we rowed upon the Thames, 
passing Pope's Villa and other memorable localities. 
And every sunshiny day found us wandering through 
the exquisite Kew Gardens, or the magnificent grounds 
of Hampton Court, or beside the romantic "Vir- 
ginia Water," or wherever Nature and Art clasped 
hands in picturesque union within our reach. 

During this summer, for the flrat time in my life, I 
comprehended the delightful interpretation of the words 
" perfect health," 'What the poet meant to convey by 
the " fresh, joyous sense of being," was a new revehi- 
tion to me. The English climate seemed to have en- 
dowed me with an elasticity and strength which defied 
fatigue. The distance I could walk became problQmat- 
ical, I could undergo any amount of hill climbing, or 
wagon jolting, or horseback galloping. Tlie " fragile 
form," so often a subject of pitying regret to my Eng- 
lish friends, — and which the mistress of the wardrobe, 
on the evening of my London debut, had apily likened 
to a " bean stalk," — now rounded into robustness. My 
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mind and spirits sympathetically partook of tlie rigor 
that animated my frame. This summer seemed to me 
like a Sabbath rest after the labor, exhaustion, trials of 
the six working days appointed for foil. Strange that 
CO prophetic voice within whispered tJiat such halcyon 
calm might precede life's heaviest storms 1 No warn- 
ing angel cried, — 

" joyful hesTt, eitult not so I 



or if he did, the voice could not reach my clay-clouded 

Our engagement at the Marylebone Theatre had 
been renewed for another year. After that we pro- 
posed to return to America. Our new contract stipu- 
lated that I should only appear four nights in the week. 

The Olympic Theatre had been destroyed by fire, and 
was rebuilding. The lessee and manager of the Mary- 
lebone had also become its leasee. The new edifice 
was to be completed by Christmas. We were to ap- 
pear at the Marylebone from September until Decem- 
ber — then open the new Olympic, and remain there 
until the close of the season, 

fl hde Mr Mowalt was discussmg with the manager 
the terms of the engagement I expressed my surprise 
■it the totil disregatd ot all m'^nagers for the private 
comtort of the unfortunate bemgs yclept " stars." I 
fancj I madp some rathei satiricil comments upon the 
style of dressing rooms m which I had spent the lai^er 
portion of so many evenings for the last few years, I 

• Fi-om Epes Sargent's " Songa of the Sea, aiid other Poena," 
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amused myself with giving a burlesque description of 
some of the under-ground cells and attic corners which 
I had been forced to occupy, while being arrayed in 
the purple and gold of ixiyalty — butterfly splendors 
compressed into the narrowest of chrysalis shells. 

The manager, supposing that I rebelled at these dia- 
comforls as much as I ironically pretended, made an- 
swer, "If you conclude to remain next season, tlie 
theatre shall boast of a ' star dressing room ' sucli as 
never before was seen." 

I answered, laughingly, " I suppose you will send 
some profile stage properties to my room, and ask me to 
be as good natured as the audience, and believe (hem to 
he what they seem — accepting them at fheafrica! 
valuation !" 

We removed to I/ondon for the opening of the thea- 
tre early in September. I was not to act on the first 
night, but had consented to appear upon the stage dur- 
ing the singing of " God save fie Queen." This anthem 
is always sung by ihe whole company at the opening of 
every English theatre. 

The chamber appropriated to the use of the star was 
a small apartment partitioned off from the greenroom. 
The greenroom is the theatrical drawing room, where 
the company assemble during the play, and where their 
" call" ibr the stage is made. It is very seldom fre- 
quented by " stars." They generally retire from the 
stage to their own rooms. 

The apartment to which I was conducted on reach- 
ing the theatre had undergone a transformation worthy 
of Aladdin's lamp. The carpet was of roses on a bed 
of moss — the paper on the walls represented panels 
formed of the loveliest bouquets — a wreath of flow- 
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ers to niafch suiTouncled the ceiling — the gaalighta 
streamed tlirough ornaments shaped like lilies — a 
most lifelike group of water lilies, executed by Valen- 
tine Bartholomew, flower painter to her majesty, hung 
upon the wall — and four mirrors reflected the furni- 
ture of pale-blue satin and gold. 

I stood a while gazing in dazzled astonishment. X 
had wished for comfort, not splendor, and was ungrate- 
ful enough to doubt that they had been, in this instance, 
united. The suspicion proved correct The boudoir 
dressing chamber became a sort of show room, which 
crowds of visitors nightly begged the privilege of inspect- 
ing. The furniture was too costly for any but the most 
careful use. My meek maid (the same I mentioned in 
a previous chapter) used to say, with a sigh, " I don't like 
fairyland where there's real work going on, I don't dare 
to move any more than if I were in a glass house. Every 
thing looks as brittle aa if it would break by lookingat it !" 

King Midas found it inconvenient to eat gold instead 
of bread. I was punished in a somewhat similar fashion ; 
discovering the comfortlessness of inappi'opriate magnifl- ■ 
cence. 

The theatre opened with Epes Sargent's tragedy of 
Velasco. Fanny Viniug personated Isidora, (of which 
Ellen Tree was the original in America,) and Mr. Da- 
venport enacted Velasco. Both characters were finely 
delineated. The play found favor with the public, and 
was several times repeated. 

A number of new plays were produced, with various 
degrees of success, during this season. But the palm 
was won by the classic tragedy of Virginia, translated 
from the French of Mr. Latour de St, Ybars, by John 
Oxenford, Esq. M. Latour dramatized the Roman 
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story of Virginia for Mademoiselle Rachel. Tlie chief 
interest is made to turn upon the female chai'acter, and 
all opportunities afforded by the histoiica] narrative for 
portraying the tender and heroic passions are carefully 
improved. Mr. Davenport enacted Virginiiis, and I 
Virginia. 

Shakspeare'a Cymbeline and Twelfth Niglit were 
revived, and ran for some nights. But the most emi- 
nently successful of all our Shakspearian revivals was 
Romeo and Juliet, produced in a style of magnificence, 
as regards scenery and stage appointments, that can 
soldom have been equalled in any theatre. Miss Fanny 
Vining gave a fervid impersonation of the impassioned 
Romeo ; nor did her sex destroy the illusion, as might 
have been supposed. I never knew the tragedy so 
popular with the public, and never had a Romeo whom 
I liked so well. Mr. Davenport played Mercutio, and 
I Juliet. The play was repeated a number of nights in 



The season closed early in December, with Mr. 
Davenport's benefit — the house overflowing on the oc- 
casion. A po f th company were engaged for (he 
new Olympic Th t tl t 'as to open at Christmas, 
under the sam n n u t a the Marylebone. 

The manag at th t m ation of this prosperous 
season, desired t p h acknowledgments to the 
ladies and ge tl m f th ompany and artisans en- 
gaged in the theatre. They accordingly received an 
invitation to assemble upon the stage on the evening 
after (he theatre closed. A few of the literati and 
membei-s of the press were also requested to attend. 
The theatre was decorated with garlands and banners, 
the stage thrown open to its full extent, and " set out " 
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as a ball room. At the upper end were three tables. 
One, running parallel with the footlights, was furnished 
with raised seals — these were designed for the mana- 
ger, lessee, "stars," the press, and invited guests; two 
other tables ran horizontally at either end of the centre 
banqueting board. The members of the company sat at 
one of these tables ; the corps de ballet, artisans, Scc^ 
occupied the other. No one who had been regularly 
employed in the theatre was omitted in tlie general in- 
vitation; not even Ihe somnolent little call boy, who 
might have prefen-ed the rare luxury of going to bed 
betimes. Cull boys are always sleepy. 

Although the position of the Buboi'dinates of the thea- 
tre must on that night have been a no-sel one, to their 
honor be it spoken, the most fastidious observer could 
not have picked a flaw in their conduct Their deco- 
rum was unimpeachable No loud mirth was heard 
throughout the evemng Subdued enjoyment reigned 
in its place, with as strict observance of nice proprieties 
as would have been deemed necessary in an aristocratic 
ball room. 

Tiie assembled company were addressed by the man- 
ager, who expressed to them his indebtedness for their 
exertions, and his regret at parting with some of their 
number. Various speeches were made by other parties 
present, and a number of favorite ballads sung by the 
musicians of the theatre and one or two guests. Albert 
Smitli (of Mont Blanc memory) contributed largely to 
the entertainment by his comic relations. A few qua- 
drilles and waltzes had been gone through before supper. 
There was but one cotillon and a country dance after 
the collation. It had been arranged that the entertain- 
ment should break up at an early hour. 
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The ceremony of leavetaking had just commenceiJ, 
when a shriek, wild and ear-piercing, broke upon the sfar- 
tled crowd. A flying figure, enveloped in flames, was 
Been rushing up the stage. One of the young ballet girls 
had carelessly stood too near the footlights ; her ball 
dress, of inflammable materials, had taken fire. Scream- 
ing frantically, she darted from side to side, fanning by 
her flight the devouring element, from which, in mad 
bewilderment, she thought to escape. She looked like a 
cloud of fire as she flew. Her white arms, tossed wildly 
above her head, were all of human form that was visible 
thi-ough the flames. Her cries were echoed from many 
lips. Those who could fled from the dangerous con- 
tact. Vain efforts were made by the gentlemen to seize 
her. But for the bravery of Mrs. Senshaw, the mistress 
of the wardrobe, the poor girl's life must in a few mo- 
ments have been sacrificed. This courageous woman 
caught the biirning girl in her arms, threw her to the 
ground, and fell upon her, smothering the flames, while 
Bhe fearlessly burned her own face and hands. Others 
followed her example, and the fire was quickly ex- 
tinguished. 

I cannot attempt adequately to describe the scene 
that ensued upon the very spot where a feiv moments 
previous ali had been serene and harmonious gayety. 
Some of the ladies fainted — some fell into violent hys- 
terics — some ran screaming into the streets The gen- 
tlemen rushed about to obtain assistance for them. 
Above the mingled sounds of horror and confusion rose 
the shrill cries of the half-burned girl and the lamen- 
tations of her mother, who had been quickly apprised 
of the daughtei-'s peril. 

The person of the young girl was dreadfully burned. 
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s almost fo the bone. Strange to say, her face 
led untouched. For a lime, her recovery was 
very doubtful. I saw her almost daily through her long 
illness, and her patience would have done credit to a 
stronger mind and higlior station in life. The public 
testified their sympathy in a very substantia! manner. 
Ample subscriptions were raised for her ; the best medi- 
cal attendance supplied} and cot a few aristocratic 
carriages stopped at her humble residence, m one of 
the narrowest, closest streets in London, while she 
received charitable visits from the wealthy and fashion- 
able owners. 

I know nothing of the history of Miss E except 

what occured during her illness. Ballot girls, in gen- 
ral, are a despised, persecuted, and often misjudged race. 
The rank they hold in a theati-e is only a degree raised 
above lliat of the male supernumeraries. Tbey are 
looked down upon by the acting members of the company 
as though they belonged to a different order of beings- 
la some London theatres they have a separate green- 
room from that devoted to the actors and actresses. 
They are not even allowed to enter the latter apart- 
ment; and yet, during my eight years' experience upon 
the stage, I have known amongst this despised class 
many and many an instance of girls endowed with lie 
highest virtues, leading lives of unimpeachable purity, 
industiT-, devotion to their kin, and fulfilling the hardest 
duties of life with a species of stoical heroism. 

The woman who, on the stage, is in danger of losing 
the highest attribute of her womanhood, — her priceless, 
native dower of chastity, — would be in peril of that loss 
in any situation of life where she was in some decree of 
freedom, particularly one in which she was compelled 
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by civcumslances to earn ber own livelihood. I make 
tbis assertion fearlessly, for I believe it flrmly. There 
is nothing in the profession necessarily demoralizing or 
degrading, not even to the poor ballet girl. 

la support of this position, I give a brief sketch of a 
young girl, belonging to a ballet company, whose conduct 
I had the opportunity of watching for several yeai-s. I 
do not deem it necessary to mention the circumstances 
that flrat attraded my attention and caused nic to take 
interest in her fate. 

She had been educated aa a dancer from infancy. 
She had been on the stage all her life; liad litci-ally 
grown up behind the scenes of a theatre. Her parents 
were respectable, though it is difficult to define their 
position in the social scale. At the time I knew her, 
her mother was paralytic and bedridden. The father 
was enfeebled by age, and could only earn a pittance by 
copying law papers, Georgina, the ballet girl, their 
only child, by her energetic exertions, supplied the 
whole wants of the family. And what were those exer- 
tions ? The mind of the mcsl imaginative reader could 
hardly picture what I know to be a reality. Geovgina's 
parents kept no servant ; she discharged the entire 
duties of the household — cooking, washing, sewing, 
every thing. From daylight to midnight not a moment 
of her lime was unemployed. She ^must be at rehearsal 
every morning at ten o'clock, and she had two miles and 
a half to walk to the theatre. Before that hour she 
had the morning meal of her parents to prepare, her 
marketing to accomplish, her household arrangements 
for the day to make ; if early in the week, her washing ; 
if in the middle of the week, her ironing ; if at the close, 
her sewing ; for she made all her own and her mother's 



Hosted bv Google 



GEORGIKA, THE BALLET GIRL. 315 

dresses. At what hour in the morning must she have 

Her ten-o'clock rehearsal lasted from two to four 
hours — more frequently the latter. But watch her in 
the theatre, and you never found her hands idle. "When 
she was not on the stage, yon were sure of discovering 
her in some quiet comer — knitting lace, cutting grate 
aprons out of tissue paper, making artificial flowers, or 
embroidering arliclea of fancy work, by the sale of 
which she added to her narrow means. From rehearsal 
she hastened home to prepare the midday meal of her 
parents and attend to her mother's wants. After din- 
ner she i^eceived a class of children, t h m h t ht 
dancing for a trifling sum. If she h d h If h I 
spare, she assisted her father in c pj I p p rs 
Then tea must be prepared, and h th g d 

comfortably for the night. Her long w Ik t th th 
tre must be accomplished at least 1 If 1 b 1 
the curtmn rose — bai'ely time to mak h t il t If 
she was belated by her home avocat 1 as m 

pelled to run the whole distance. I h k th t 

occur. Not to be ready for the stage would have sub- 
jected her tfl a forfeit. Between the acts, or when she 
was not on the stage, there she sat again, in her snug 
corner of the greenroom, dressed as a fairy, or a maid 
of honor, or a peasant, or a page, with a bit of work in 
her hands, only laying down the needle, which her 
lingers actually made fly, when she was summoned by 
the call boy, or required to change her costume by the 
necessities of the play. Sometimes she was at liberly 
at ten o'clock, but oftencr not until half past eleven, and 
then there was the long walk home before her. Her 
mother generally awoke at the hour when Georgina waa 



Hosted bv Google 



316 



'GKAPHT OF AN 



expected, and a fresh round of filL-il duties were to be 
performed. Had not the wearied limbs which that 
poor ballet girl laid upon her couch earned their sweet 
repose ? Are there many whose refreshment is eo de- 
served — whose rising up and lying down are rounded 
by a circJe so holy ? 

No one ever heard her murmur. Her fragile form 
spoke of strength overtasked ; it was more careworn 
than her face. That had always a look of busy serenity 
off the stage, a softly-animated expression when occu- 
pied before the audience in the duties of her profession. 
She liad a ready smile when addressed — a meek reply 
when rudely chided by the churlish ballet master or 
despotic stage manager. Many a time 1 have seen the 
tears di-opping upon her work ; but if they were noticed 
she would brush them away, and say she was a fool and 
cried for nothing. Her devotion to her parents was the 
strongest impulse of her nature. In her early youth she 
had been engaged to a young man, a musician, belonging 
to the orchesti-a. Tliey had been betrothed for several 
yeai-s. Some fairer face, though he could scarcely have 
found a sweeter, had rendered him faithless. She bore 
her deep sorrow with that lovely submission which ele- 
vates and purifies the spirit, but gave her heart away 
no more. The breath of slander had never .shadowed 
her name. Younger and gayer girls in the theatre used 
to designate her as the "old maid," but this was the 
hardest woi-d that any one ever applied to Georgina. 
Was not such a heart as hers what Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning has described as 

"A fair, still house, well kept, 
Which humble thoughts had swept. 
And holy prayers made clean " i 
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Her answer to a sympathizing " How weary you must 
be at night ! " was, " Yes ; but I am so thankful that I 
have health to get through so much. Wliat would be- 
come of my poor mother or ofmy father, jf I fell ill?" 

How many are lliere who can render up such an ac- 
count of their stewardship aa this poor girl may give in 
the hereafter? How many can say with her that life 
has been 



And this tluwcr blossomed within the walls of a, 
theatre — was the indigenous giowth of that theatre — 
a ico/^^iwr, if you like — but stiU sending up the rich 
fragrance of gratitude to Him by whose hand it was 
fashioned. To the eyes of the Pharisee, who denounces 
all dramatic representations, while with self-applauding 
righteousness he holdiy approaches the throne of mercy, 
this " ballet girl," like the poor publican, stood " afap 
off." To the eyes of the great Judge, which stood 
the nearer? 
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During this autunm Mr. Mowatt again 
ly ill. One eye became totally blind — tta vision was 
nevermore restored. He was threatened at times 
with entire loss of sight. Medical aid proved unav^I- 
ing. A voyage lo the West Indifs was recommended 
as the sole remaining paaacea. Always hopeful, he 
seized upon an idea so fuU of promise, and persuaded 
himself that a speedy and thorough core would be 
effected through change of climate. My deSire to ac- 
company him was oveiTuIed. Nor was the execution 
of this wish feasible. The prostrating species of mal 
de mer to wliich I was subject, during the entire period 
of every sea voyage, would have rendered me a bur- 
den, and not a helpful companion. But even more im 
perative reasons compelled me to remain in London. 
It was only through the fulfilment of my engagements 
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tliat the necessary outlay, added to other heavy respon- 
sibilities, could be met. I was enjoying vigorous health 
— I was suiTounded by warm and tried friends — I 

was not left nlone. But he Enough that he 

thought he had chosen the lesser evil; it was not in 
bis nature to murmur at tlie inevitable. 

lie set sail for Trinidad in October, purposing to 
return in December, before the opening of the new 
Olympic. But Christmas came, and with it only a 
letter in the hivalid's wished-for place. Tlie sunny 
climate had benefited bim, yet he was too feeble to un- 
dertake the homeward voyage. Every steamer brought 
cheerful and encouraging letters — but the day of his 
return was postponed from week to week. He had 
been apprised in Trinidad, that to leave a tropical lati- 
tude for the cold and uncertain climate of England, 
during the winter season, was to rush into certain dan- 
ger. I was forced to lay aside my expectations as 
quietly as I best might, and to give np looking for him 
until spring. 

The new Olympic Theatre was to open on the 26th 
of December. In English theatres there are no per- 
formances during Christmas week, nor, as with us, on 
Christmas eve or Christmas night. 

No theatre in London could boast of a more power- 
ful and extensive company than the Olympic All the 
talent within reach Lad been monopolized by the man- 
ager at a rate of remuneration which the most prosper- 
ous theatre could ill support. Among this host of con- 
stellations were found the names of Davenport, Brooke, 
Conway, Wigan, Belton, Complon, — all actors, who, 
since that day, have shone separately as stars, — be- 
sides a bright cluster of lesser luminaries. The femi- 



Hostedbv Google 



AUTOBfOGRArnT or . 



M t Mrs P k M -R 

01 M ni &. — I d 

t h 1 d p Im 

m b d Th t J 

1 f M C g ElU 

m J y p th t t W I 

! m pi 1 d d 



I p p I tl tl t y t m 1 Id b b 1 

f d 1 m I Id pp t th L d t 

th 1 1 yb II a. 1 th 1 I t k b t tl t II 



pi h d b d pt d tl L 1 tl t 

E J I f g a f p f 

" line of business." The " first old man " does not 
trenct on the rights of tlie " low comedian," nor the 
" light comedian " interfere with the "heavy man," (or 
villain of the theatre,) nor the "leading juvenile" 
jostle against the " walking gentleman," nor the " first 
old woman " come in the way of the "second old wo- 
man," nor the "leading lady" of the "walking ladj-," 
nor the " heavy lady " of the "singing chambermaid" 
and " page," &c. The members of a company, in a 
well-organized theatre, resemble the men on a chess 
board. Each has hia appointed place, and fights hia 
battle for distinction in a fixed direction. I write this 
much for the uninitiated. 

The Olympic Theatre was to open with Shakspeare'a 
play of the Two Gentlemen of Verona, to be followed 
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by the usual fanlaslic Christmas pantomime, I wa« 
selected fo delirer the inaugural address, written by 
Albert Smith, Esq. That was to end my duties for 
the night. Miss Vining and Mr. Davenport sustained 
the principal characters of the play. 

The recent death of Queen Adelaide rendered it 
incumbent that all the company should appear upon 
the stage, during the singing of the national anthem, 
attired in mourning, or wearing mourning badges. I 
refused to comply with this request. While I respect 
the convictions of others, my own objections to the 
use of mourning, or ratlier, to wearing black as 
mourning, deserve, 1 hope, some better name than pre- 
judice. At least, they are founded upon the religious 
belief which I profess, and are shared by the leading 
members of that faith in this country, though not in 
England. The force of English conventionality was 
too stong for me to obtain consent from the manage- 
ment to the violation of an established form. While 
the subject was under discussion, and both parties 
evinced a determination not to yield, a third person 
chanced fo inquire whether I objected to wear white. 
I, of course, replied in the negative. " Then wear a 
dress of white crape, with trimmings of while crape, and 
without ornaments — that is considei-ed mourning as 
much as the black to which you are opposed," was 
the satisfactory rejoinder. I gladly acceded to this 
proposition. 

"When the curtain rose upon the assembled company, 
prepared to sing "God save the Queen," I cannot con- 
ceive a more gloomily incongruous sight than was 
presented. In that gayly-decorated theatre, blazing 
with light, sat tier after tier of men, women, and chil- 
21 
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dren, all habited in black. Tlic merry faces anil fu- 
nereal garbs were slrikinglj inliarmonious. On the 
stage stood the performers, arrayed in the same sable 
hue — (hose who were costumed for Ihe play wore 
black badges, strangely at variance with tlieii- fantastic 
stage allire. My dress of white crape offered no dis- 
respect to the memory of Queen Adeliude, and relieved, 
by contrast, the sombre aspect of the group in whose 
centre I stood. 

At the close of the anthem the inaugural adOress was 
deliyered. I exerted myself to give it a tlioi-oughly 
humorous interpretation. As may be inferred from the 
name of the author, the address was not of a solemn 
character. The black-garbed audience indulged in the 
most vociferous merriment at Mr. Albert Smitli's jokes. 
They were infinitely amused at his discovery that there 
was something extremely ludicrous in the burning of 
the old Olympic upon the site where the present edifice 
stood — the " /eo/ joaier flooding the Olympic stage" — 
the " unexpected overflow " in the theatre from the en- 
gine hose— the lessee's hopes "ending in smoke" — 
and the 

"French ships' masts by English fite destroyed "* — 

a spectacle which at one period, he asserted, would have 
been particularly enjoyed. 

The performance of the play afforded a quiet and 
rational gratification. But the uproarious mirth, of 
course, broke out anew at the whimsicalities of Mat- 
thews during the pantomime. The laughter produced 
by his singing of "hot codlins" showered with tears 
the cheeks of age and childhood. True, they were 
• The old Olympic Theatre was built of the masts of Preiich ships. 
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wiped away with handlterchiefs that had a funereal 
edge of black ; hut the merry mourners wore " the trap- 
pings and fhe'outward garb of woe" with a jovial res- 
ignation quite consolatory to witness. 

Shortly after this, the wardrobe of Queen Adelaide 
was sold. I purchased several of the richest of her 
regal robes. The garments of the actual queen have 
since decked the mimic representative of royalty upon 
the English as well as American boards. 

My firet appearance, except for the delivery of the 
address, was in Beatrice, a few nights after the open- 
ing. Mr. Davenport enacted Benedick. 

Shakspeare's Twelfth Night was the next produc- 
tion. The characters in this play are very numerous, 
and the strength of the company was brilliantly ex- 
hibited. 

Mr, Brooke's first appearance was in Othello ; Mr. 
Davenport represented lago, Miss Vining Emilia, and 
I Desdemona. 

The fii-st new play produced was the Noble Heart, by 
Mr. Lewees, in which Mr, Davenport, Mr, Brooke, and 
I sustained the leading characters. 

Fashion was the second novelty offered the public, 
I declined appearing. Miss Vining enacted Gertrude, 
and rendered the part more effectively than its author 
had ever done. Mr, Davenport personated the old 
farmer, Adam Trueman. The happy blending of deep 
pathos and hearty humor in his imbodiment made the 
performance a memorable one. The mise en scene of 
the comedy was truly magiiificent. 

The play, in spite of the admirable manner in which 
it was acted, did not meet with the same unequivocal 
species of success which attended the representation of 
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Armand before an English audience. Yet of twenty- 
seven criticisms by tiie London press, twenty were 
favorable — perhaps because 

" The quality of mercy ices slraincd." 

The lashings of those critics who disd^ned that " quality 
of merey " atoned for the leniency of the others. I have 
ali-eady alluded to the severity of the Examiner, who pro- 
nounced that Mrs. TroUope would, for such a pro- 
duction, have received, at the hands of America, a 
compensation very different from the one bestowed upon 
their countrywoman. But the critic gallantly prefaced 
his own condemnation by tlie more complimentary 
opinion of the Daily Times. 

The savageness of the Morning Post was thus rebuked 
by Punch : — 

" Mt. Jeiifcina last week favored the limited world in which ha 
moves ivith a notice of the iirst representation of Mrs. Mowatt's 
comedy — Fashion, or Lite in New York ; a play which, according 
to the Times, ' has been ncted with success at every chief eity in 
the Union,' and was received at our Olympic here with ■ tumultuous 
applause. It may,' says Jenkins, 'by some weak persons, be 
thought ungenerous in us, when speakii^ of the production of a 
lady, and a stranger, if we employ any language that ia not highly 
compUmentary ; but genius ia of no sex.' And then Jenkins pro- 
ceeds tu abuse the lady and stranger's play, elaborately, in every 
pardcular, with all his m^ht; soul and g^antie strength. For 
the dead set that he thus makes, he must, of coarse, have a motive, 
which, had he limited himself to strictures on the production itself, 
might possibly have been supposed to be a no moaner one than an 
excess of critical jcal. But Mr. Jenkins, not content with yelping 
at the play, must needs have a snap at the authoress. ' When the 
aclors," writes gently-sneering Jenkins, 'had indulged us with 
another glance at their persons, a very general call from all parts 
of the house broaght Mrs. Mowatt on the stage. The noise was 

weighty and continuous than me ever remember it to have been. 
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The affair teas a Hitle oDenlone ; fot not only were tte flowers provided 
too proftisely, bul the lady, in our eyes, appeared to be ready dreased 
for the occasion.' Why eonld jou not have moderated the rancor 
of four pen n little, Jenkins ? VVIiy attack the ladj and stranger 
personally ! Is it your individual self, ot your order, — Jenkins or 
flunkydom, — that Mrs. Mowatt has ofFondcd ? Jenkins, you 
Bay ' that genius is of no aes.' Neither is cri^cism, as peraoaified 
by you. At any rale, it is not manly." 

There was some truth in the " ready dressed for the 
occasion." I was nervously uncertain of the success of 
Fashion ad t to tl e theatre in a morning wrap- 
per, that f th play failed, I might not seem to have 
anlicipafed a umi h I passed the evening in a pri- 
vate box p n ng b h nd the scenes, and only made my 
toilet du n fie (if 1 act, when the success of (he 
play was nau ed A for tlie floiil showers, those are 
alwaja more or less a com enlion'il firce The friends 
of the performer usually arm ihem'iehes mlh bouquets, 
and the management as frequently prepare a second 
supply. I am not aware that the latter was the case at 
the production of Fashion ; but it might have been. At 
all evenU, the number of personal friends who were 
present might well account for the ^arferre-like aspect 
of the stage during my reception. It is a mistake to 
suppose that the bouquet rain is ever a sign of the esti- 
mation in which an actor is held by the public in gen- 
eral, though it is often the evidence of private esteem. 
Sometimes the same bouquet is made to do service more 
than once during an evening. 

The critics who condemned Fashion seemed to 
hold my country responsible for its shorf comings. 
Those who awarded the meed of praise in turn bestowed 
their eulogiums upon America, as due to her through 
one of her children. 
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The Sun prefaces its lengthy and laudatory criticism 
with the following : — 

. " America is worthily repaying the dramatic debt she ov/es us. 
The seeds of the dtamatie art, which have been scattered by all our 
best dramatic artistes broadcast on the American soil, have fructi- 

years, given us Miss Cushman, the greatest tragedlin at present on 
the stage ; Mrs. Mowatt, the most interesting of young tragedians, 
the most ladylilie of genteel comedians, the only lady who has 
shown herself copable of taking Miss Foote's line of characters since 
Miss Foote left the stage ; Mr. Davenport, one of the most cner- 
getie and powerful actors of melodrama that has appeared of late 
years, and whose powers as a legitimate tragedian and as a genteel 

delineators of Yankee peoivliarities. But America has not given us, 
until last night, any play that would stand the test of representation 
before a London audience. Koagh and ranting melodramas have 
formed the staple of what America had hitherto sent us ; but last 
night this reproach was wiped oll^ and there was represented at the 
Olympic Theatre, with the most deserved saccess, an original Ameri- 
can five-act comedy, the scene of which is laid in New York, and 
which delineates American manners after the same fashion as our 
own Oarrick, Colman, and Sheridan were accustomed to delineate 
English manners, and which, as regards plot, construction, charac- 
ter, or dialogue, is worthy to take its place by the side of the best of 
English comedies." 

It will be observed that this critic ignores the repre- . 
sentation of Armand, which was produced at the Mary- 
lebone a year before, and also of Velasco, produced at 
the same theatre. The Literary Gazette is less oblivi- 
ous, though not SO unqualifiedly eulogistic. Its review 
of the play has the following opening : — 

"In the harrenneas of home authorship, in the spirit of humilia- 
tion which attaches to our dependence upon the French for a mon- 
grel dramatic literature, the public will greet with satisfaction the 
quasi-English production of an American author; and to this author 
even a qualified approval, tendered in spite of English self-luve, 
must be gratifying. It became a fair and accomphshed lady tc 
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yeiiture on Ilia haiatdoua undertaking wliieh Mrs. Mowatt achieved, 

cjploits. Tho pky is styled a comedy, and is entitled Fashion i 
but we would rather consider it what out neighbors call mi tabkau 

Fasiiion ran two weeks, a much shorter period than 
Armand, On some evenings the republican sentiment* 
met with ebulHtions of displeasure from the audience 
One night there was a very decided hiss at some of 
Adam Tmeman's animadversions. With admirable 
presence of mind Mr Davenport p-iused, coolly folded 
his irms, fixed ht, eyeo upon that poition ot the theafre 
fiom which the hiss pioceeded and waited for the 
deciMon of the audience, demanding by his manner 
whether the majonty weie prepared to sanction such 
an mterruption His perfect self po-seaaion probably 
saved the play A torrent of appUuae silenced the 
hisses of disapprobation, and commanded the pertorm- 
anie to proceed 

Fashion was first published February, I80O. 

I can never recall the London and New York repre- 
sentations of this comedy without remembering the sad 
histories of the English and American personalors of 
Prudence, tlie Yankee spinster, perhaps the most comic 
character in the play ; though I never intended it to be 
BO, and never understood how it became so. I give a 
brief sketch of these sorely-tried " servants of the slage," 
in illustration of the mental discipline practised by 
actors, and of their absolute self-renunciation, in laying 
aside the most heartrending sorrows during the fulfil- 
ment of their duty, 

Mrs. Parker, a most estimable woman and excellent 
actress, was the representative of Prudence m London. 
While the play was in rehearsal she suddenly received 
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a telegraphic despatch from Brighton, announcing that 
her husband was at the point of death. He had for 
Beveral years been a victim to consumption. She 
hastened to him, and arrived in time to receive hia 
dying thanks and parting words of tenderness. They 
had been united twenty-five years. Tlie bond of 
mutual love between them seems to have been of the 
most holy hind, proved by love's highest tests -— constan- 
cy and unselfishness. For yeare the devoted wife had 
supported her invalid husband and their ehitdren by 
her exertions on the stage. 

When the last offices were performed, she returned 
to London. Fashion was to be produced in a couple 
of days more. If the part assigned lo her were given to 
another while she indulged her natural grief, she could 
not demand the salary so necessary for tho support of 
her children. Her oniy means of livelihood would be 
cut off for the length of time that the play ran. She 
begged to be excused from rehearsal as far as possible, 
but informed the management that she would perform 
her duly on the evening that the comedy was produced. 
"Who amongst the audience, that witnessed her comic 
delineation of the self-satisfied spinster, suspected that 
an agonized heart was masking its expression in the 
fictitious smiles that awakened their mirth ? I shall 
never forget the lopk of intense but suppressed grief on 
her careworn countenance, when, as I was passing be- 
hind the scenes one evening, I slopped to speak to her 
and to thank her for her efforts. She w^ leaning against 
one of (he wings, waiting for her cue to appear upon the 
stage. Her little daughter, of six yeai-s oid, was holding 
her hand, and gazing up in the mother's face with a look 
of childish but troubled wonder. She was too young lo 
feel her loss. 
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1 expressed to Mrs. Parker my regrets that she 
Bhoald be forced to exert herself while in so nnfit a state. 
Trying to conceal her emotion, but with lips that qniv- 
ered uncontrollably, she answered, " Perhapa it is best 
for me ; I should soon be quite useless if I dared give 

way; and the children " She could not finish 

her sentence, but turned her face from me, as she drew 
the little one at her side moi-e closely to her. A moment 
afterwards she was on the stage, and I could hear the 
peals of laughter that followed her entrance. 

"Was not dull/ the strongest instinct of this high- 
hearted woman's nature ? Was not her victory over 
self a triumph that thousands who have sunk into a 
state of inactive dejection, under the pressure of a simi- 
lar sorrow, might bow before and acknowledge as holy? 

Mrs. Knight was the original personator of Pru- 
dence in New Tork. Her name is endeared to the 
American public by a host of pleasant associations. 
Hep talents were long the delight of audiences who used 
to crowd the Park Theatre in the good old times. When 
I became acquainted with her she was a widow, resid- 
ing with her brother, for whom she had a sort of twin- 
like attachment. Her hopes were all centred upon an 
only daughter, a lovely being of seventeen. When 
Mrs. Knight was first presented to me this sweet girl 
stood by lier side, eagerly listening to our conversation. 
I can vividly recall the delicate bloom of her cheek, 
the lustrous eyes, the flnely-rounded form, that seemed 
glowing with health and the enjoyment 

" Of life-a pure pleasures manifold." 

We never met again until Fashion was reproduced 
after my own dibui, and I enacted the character of 
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Gertrude. Mrs. Knight personated P ud n as be 
fore. Grief had made such ravages in 1 f 1 at I 
scarcely recognized her when we en t d li 
other hehiad the scenes. Her daughte m 1 al 

come, shortly after I first saw her, in tl ( f 

sumption. Shelingeredafewmonths,lill 1 n (h 
breaking heart with alternate hopes and fears, and then 
departed. The bereaved mother had been completely 
crushed by the blow; yet there she stood, fantastically 
attired for a comedy, though life had become to her the 
saddest of tragedies. I watched her when she appeared 
on the stage, and could not perceive that her perform- 
ance Lad lost any of the humor by which it had been 
formerly characterized ; but in reality, every look, every 
word, every action was a mere mechanical effort — the 
body went through a set routine while the spirit was 
far away. "When she left the stage, I twice saw her 
throw herself into a chair and burst into a flood of 
tears. At the stage summons, the scalding drops were 
hastily wiped away; but they seemed to rellow spon- 
taneously the instant she was no longer within sight of 
the audience. 

Some years afterwards I visited her in London, 
Her sorrow still rankled. Time, the great consoler, 
had poured no balm into the wound. Pi-ofuse weeping 
had brought oa a disease of the eyes, and she had left 
the stage. She was still residing with her brother, to 
whom she clung as to her only earthly hope. Such a 
history speaks for itself; it needs no comment. 

To these narrations I am tempted to add one more, 
in exemplification of the same class of virtues. I was 
not an eye witness to the facts ; tlicy were related to me 
by a friend. 
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Mr. Macready was representing Macbeth at Drury 
Lane. An actress of great public and privat* excel- 
lence personated Lady Macbeth. She was in the act 
of going upon the stage, when a letter was placed in her 
hands by the messenger of the theatre. She glanced at 
the handwriting and turned deadly pale— but her cue 
had been spoken by Macbeth. She thrust the letter in 
her bosom, and walked firmly upon the stage. When 
the curtain fell upon the close of the third act, my friend 
saw her with trembling hands hastily tear open the 
missive. Siie uttered one exclamation of intense agony, 
and with a face rigid as marble, but tearless eyes, re- 
folded the epistle. My friend asked her what had 
happened; but she could not command herself to ansn'er. 
Stifling down her emotion, she hurried to her dressing 
room. The curtain rose for the fouriii act. At the call 
boy's summons she reappeared, and with forced com- 
posure concluded the part of Lady Macbeth. It was 
not until tlie curtain fell, and her professional duty was 
at an end for the night, that her grief broke forth in 
tears and in words. The letter apprised her of the 
death of her husband, whom she had watched over with 
the truest womanly devotion through the moat terrible 
of trials. He was a lunatic. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Ariadne. — Etiglisk Version, by John Oxenford. — Cbising Calm- 
traphe. — Tke t/iree Ariadjies. — Leaping the Boctt, — iliaie de 
Merame. — TAe Mimntkrope, — Vxaud. — Lovers' Amazements. 
— Jealousy of Actors. ~ Affiidhis Tidings. — Loss 0/ Memory. 
~- Disastroas Chsc of the Olipapie Theatre.— Charge brttught 
ojoiiwe the Manager. — Atlaek (if Brain Fever. — First Con- 
sciotuims. — Dr. W—ti's Coramunicatiom. ~ The Manager's 
Trial. — Conviction. — Lisanity. — Self-Deitniciimu — Mr. Mow- 
<aei lUlwn to England. — Shorn TivssBS, — Jowrmy to Malvern. 

The classic tragedy of Ariadne was produced during 
tbia season at the Olympic Tlie Ariane of Thomas 
Comeille, the younger brolher (by twenty years) of 
the great Pien-e Comeille, father of the French drdnia, 
was rendered into English blank verse by John Oxen- 
ford, Esq. The French AriSne is one of Rachel's most 
magnificent pereonations. The female interest predomi- 
nates throughout the play. Indeed, it is almost a mono- 
logue, and the character of Ariane affords rich capabili- 
ties for the display of tragic powers. La Harpe says 
truly of Ariane, "Cetle piece est au rang de celles qu'on 
joue gouvenf, lorsgu'une acfrice vent te dtslinguer par un 
role capaMe de lafaire valoir," 

The greenest laurels I ever won in London (at least 
of the Melpomone chapiet) were awarded to the inter- 
pretation of the wronged Greek maiden. 

Mr. Davenport represented Theseus, and looked the 
hero — the author permits no more. 

Phcedra, sister of Ariadne, rendered by a mediocre 
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aetresa would hive bepn an unimpressive eharacterj 
but Miss "V ining m the fourth act, electrified the audi- 
ence bj Phosdi-a b passionate burst of remorse after she 
had consptited to beti ly her sister and fly with The- 

In 1 ho lias Comeilles version, Ariadne is not suc- 
coic 1 1 J the god Batihus according to the old classical 
Btuiy but on the discovery of her abandonment by 
The ♦'US she filb upon a sword and expires. The 
cata trophe is -iltered by Mr, Osenford in the English 
vei5ion A very =firthng scenic effect is pi-oduced by 
the leaping ot Aiiulne from a rock, and Ler plunging 
into the sea, while the ship of Theseus is disappeiiring 
in the distance. 

The stage execution of this novel termination was 
managed in a manner worthy of mention. Three Ari- 
adnes, all similarly costumed, and twin in resemblance, 
lent their aid to the accomplishment of the thrilling 
disaster. 

The closing scene of the play represents a wildly 
picturesque portion of the Island of Naxo3. In the 
distance rolls the sea. On one side a ledge of rocks 
rises to a dizzy height. From these there juts out a 
single peak — the loftiest summit of the island. Ari- 
adne is pacing the shore when the terrible intelligence 
is disclosed that she is deserted by Theseus, and that 
Phoadra has fled in his company. A moment after- 
wards she beholds in the distance the ship which is 
bearing the fugitives to Athens. Frenzied at the 
sight, siie rushes up the rocks, and climbs the highest 
peak, to catch the last glimpse of the vessel. "Wlieii it 
disappears she is overcome by despair, and leaps into 
the sea. 
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The climbing of tliese rocfes, and llie execution of ihe 
theatrical stratagem by wliich tbe leap appears to be 
maile by Ariadne, was a ratlier perilous experiment for 
a person of impetuous temperament and easily carried 
away by an exciting personation. It was decided that 
I could not be trusted to make the dangerous ascent. 
A young girl was selected from the ballet who strongly 
resembled me. Ariadne's Grecian robe, with its rich 
border of blue and gold, her double ciown and jewelled 
zone, were duplicated for my counterfeit — Ariadno 
the second. But this was not all ; the classic costume . 
had to be again repeated for the toilet of Ariadne the 
third — a most lifeiike lay figure. The face, arms, and 
buHt of the latter were modelled fi-om a statue, mid 
were loo faultless for the otlier two Ariadnes to object 
to their inanimate representative. 

It was found no easy matter at rehearsal to persuade 
our IJmid Ariadne the second to even walk up the steep 
rocks. She stopped and shrieked half way, protested 
she was dizzy and might fall, and would not advance a 
step farther. After about half an hour's delay, during 
which the poor girl was encouraged, coaxed, and scolded 
abundantly, she allowed the carpenter who planned the 
rocky pathway to lead her carefully up and down the 
declivity; and finally she rushed up alone. Our lay 
representative was couched at the top, ready for her 
fiiglit through the air. Ariadne the seeond, at a certain 
cue, suddenly falls upon her face, concealed from the 
audience by an intercepting rock. At the same moment 
a spring is touched, and the lay figure, with uplifted 
arms, leaps from the cliff, and drops into the abyss 
beneath. 

At night, Ariadne the first, on beholding the ship of 
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Theseus, uttered a prolonged shriek, broke away from 
King CCnarusand his ii'iendsnho impeded her steps, and 
flew up the rocks ; but, turning a cliff at no great height 
from the stage, sprang off behind the scenes in the arms 
of a person stationed to receive her. Steps for her 
descent were found unavailable. At the instant Ari- 
adne the lirst disappeared, Ariadne the second darted 
from behind tlie cliff, and swiftly clambered the rocky 
heights until she reached their veiy summit. Ariadne 
the first uttered the impassioned language of the Greek 
maden fion behind the scenes, while Ariadne the 
second vas to 1 ng up the rocks, and supposed to be 
Bj eal ng At the words, " Die, Ai-iadne, die ! " from 
the 1 ps of A jd e first, Ariadne second sinks upon the 
rock ^nd Ar ■\dne third made her first appearance, and 
vnhenlattngly sprang into the sea. 

The resemblance of the three Ariadnes must have 
been striking, for I have been told the changes could 
not bo detected by the most powerful opera glass. 

The illusion was so perfect, that on the jirst night of 
the representation, when Ariadne leaped the rock, a man 
started up in the pit, excliuming, in a tone of genuine 
horror, " Good God ! she is killed ! " 

The success of Ariadne determined the manager to 
o^er the public a series of new plays. This announce- 
ment caused some of the first dramatists in London to 
deTolc their talents to the interest of the theatre. 

The firsf play accepted was the historical tragedy of 
Marie de Meranie, by Mr. Marston, author of the 
Patrician's Daughter, Strathmore, &c. I was to per- 
sonate Queen Marie.* 

• This play was eyenlually produced by Miss Fauoit, at the 
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Tlie Misanthrope, by Douglas Jerrold, was the next 
drama put in rehearsal. Mr. Jerrold read his play to 
the assembled company in the greenroom. Miss 
Tilling and myself were both called lo the reading. It 
waa anticipated that I would decline the rSle of the 
heroine — the part would, in that case, be enacted by 
Miss Vining. Mr. Jerrold expressed a desire that I 
should imbody the character, in spite of ila avowed 
insignificance; and, after listening to two acts, I con- 
sen ted j 

A new classical drama, entitled Uxmal, by Mr. He- 
raud, containing many original siiuationa and some 
poetry of a high order, was under consideration, and 
would have been accepted. 

Added to these, Leigh Hunt had sent to me his drama 
of Lovers' Amazements, with the hope that I would be 
the means of introducing it to the public. This di-araa 
had been written some years. Leigh Hunt states that 
the equal amount of interest with which the four princi- 
pal characters are invested had been the barrier to the 
play's production. The larger portion of leading 
actors dread a rival on the dramatic field whom the 
author has furnished with weapons as powerful as their 
own. Lovers' Amazements was, however, accepted at 
the Olympic, and the characters were to have been 
filled by Mr. Davenport, Mr. Brooke, Miss Vining, and 

The proverbial jeaJousy which characterizes even 
many distinguished members of the profession may be 
detected in various ways by an audience i and it is well 
that it should be. The following are a few enlightening 

One strong evidence of jealousy makes itself apparent 
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when an actor "backs up the stage," as it is called, 
while another k delivering important speeches addressed 
to him, thus compeHing the speaker to turn his ba«k to 
the audience, or talk over his shoulder to a persott 
behind Lira. When the pai'tiea on ^he stage do not 
stand side by side, or in a semicircle, if several chance 
to oecupj the stage at the same time, the proper situa- 
tion of the one who has tlie most important passages to 
deliver (be he star or the humblest subordinate) is a 
little in retreat of the others. In this position he faces 
the audience, and jet looks towards those whom he is 
addressing. Few ai-e the leading actors who will accord' 
this just privilege to an actor of inferior rank. 

Another straw by which n shrewd observer may 
detect which way the wind of envy blows, is the readi- 
ness of an actor to interrupt the applause which the 
audience are about to bestow upon another, by hasten- 
ing his own replies when he finds the plaudits about to 
commence. An audience who would follow (he play 
are thus compelled to be silent ; and. through the trick 
of an envious brother, the actor loses the encouragement 
upon wliiuh many depend for inspiration. 

When an acior distracts the attention of the audi- 
ence by inappropriate or superabundant by-p!ay, or 
fidgeting and muttering while another actor is deliver- 
ing effective hmguage, it is a certain symptom of the 
narrowmindedness which dreads to behold a rival win 
public favor. 

The perfect representation of a play demands that 
every actor should be allowed the untrammelled use of 
his abilities. It is often in the power of the audience 
themselves to secure him this desirable privilege. 

While the four new plays which I have mentioned 
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above were in course of preparation, our tidings from 
the invalid at Trinidad grew sadder tlian ever. Letters 
written by a hand so feehle that it seemed hardly able 
to guide the pen confirmed our worst fears. The arri- 
val of every steamer became a day of dread. Every 
letter was the herald of a fresh alarm, until tiie pulses 
of Hope were almost stopped, or " changed to long 
despairs." 

Just at this period letters from America brought in- 
telligence of an exciting and distressing nature. These 
combined sorrows had a serious effect upon my already 
overtasked mind. I lost the power of roenlal coneen- 
tration so essential on the stage. "Worse yet, I lost my 
memory, which up to that period had been "marble to 
retain," Sometimes while personating characters with 
which I was most familiar, which I had acted again and 
again without altering a syllable of the text, the words 
would suddenly fade from my thoughts; I could not 
recall even the subject of the dialogue. Prompting was 
useless. !Now and then I recovered myself by a deter- 
mined effort ; more frequently I had to depend upon my 
sympathizing fellow-laborers to conceal as fur as possi- 
ble my entire obliviousness. Behind the scenes I kept 
the book of the play in my hand, and studied continually, 
but to no purpose. I constantly went upon the stage in 
an agony of dread, uncertain whether I eould struggle 
through the coming scene. The theatre became to me 
a region full of terrors. 

I must relate as rapidly as possible the events nest in 
order. They are too painful to be dwelt upon. I would 
gladly omit them could I do so conscientiously. Against 
the manager of the Olympic Theatre, whose many chari- 
ties, whose great liberality, and unvarying kindness 
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had won him the respect and esteem of the whole com- 
pany, were brought appalling charges. He had been, 
for many years, the accountant of an Assurance Asso- 
ciation. He was accused of some species of fraud or 
embezzlement, I beheve these were not the legal 
terms used — it was, however, their meaning. The 
theatre was suddenly closed, the company scattered — 
the manager, confident, to all appearance, of being 
acquitted, gave himself up for trial. 

Several days previous to the occurrence of this last 
terrible event, I had become so seriously ill that my 
name was withdrawn from the bills. Miss Viuing as- 
sumed the characters which I usually personated. The 
new shock completed what an accumulation of sorrows 
haAbegun. Imraediately after the closing of the thea- 
tre, I was attacked with brain fever. The four suc- 
ceeding months are a blank to me. There are no distinct 
records in the book of memory. 

My firs coll ' n ' f opening my eyes {from sleep, 
as I thou h ) up n 1 ountenance of Dr. W — tt, 
who was n n ly a my face. He was sitfingby 

my bed. A nu wh kind features were mifamiliar 
to me, stood o d — on the other a much-loved 

female fr 1 I d d ecognize the room in which I 

was lying. I had been removed there during my ill- 
ness. I remember hearing the doctor whisper to my 
friend, " Hush 1 She is coming to herself." He asked 
me if I knew him, I answered in the affirmative, and 
thought the question an odd one ; for he was a phy- 
sician whose friendship I greatly prized. Of the lapse 

of time I had not the remotest conception. Dr. W 

wisely determined not to deceive me in regard to my 
illness or any of the events which had taken place 
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during my long unconsciousness. At my eager in- 
quiries he took up the hroken chain of memory, and 
aupplied the missing links, Mr. Mowatt had returned 
to England some months previous — he was better — I 
should soon be allowed to see him. 

The theatre — it waa still closed. It had been opened 
but one night, and that was on the occasion of a benefit 
given to Miss Vining. The company were heavy losers. 
The manager — very gently the kind doctor communi- 
cated the fearful intelligence that related to him. He 
had been tried — convicted — severely sentenced; the 
shock had overpowered his reason; he had perished 
the same night by his own hand. The jury of inquest 
had brought in a verdict of " temporary insanity." 

I cannot attempt any description of my meeting with 
the one being whose sufferiiigs had been as great as my 
own; greater, for I retained no recollection of physical 
afflictions. Through the sunshine of joy that irradiated 
his face I could trace many a deep furrow, ploughed by 
grief and disease, which was not there when we parted. 
His health was still in the most precarious slate, though 
he had rallied during the spring months. He landed 
in England before any letter could apprise him of my 
ilhiess. 

During his absence, and after his return, I had been 
most tenderly nursed by faithful friends, to whose un- 
wearied devotion I have every reason to believe I owe 

How well I recall the strange thrill that ran through 
me when I first lifted my hand to my head ! Tlie long, 
abundant tresses had disappeared. A few round rings 
of hair were left in their place. They told me that my 
physician and friends were very anxious that my hsur 
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should be preserped. Its weight encumbered my head 
when confitted by comb or band, and when loosened 
became inextricably tangled about my shoulders. I 
constantly entreated that it might be cut off. No one 
was witling to perform the office. The demand waa 
looked upon as the raving of fever. One day I had 
been accidentally left alone for a few minutes, and a pair 
of scissors lay in a work basket near me. I wasfound 
sitting up in bed, and the shorn ringlets severed closely 
from the head, lying in every direction. The mistress 
of the wardrobe, who on the night of my London debut 
had sneered at the " heap of hair " as an unaristocratic 
adornment, would have been well pleased, 

Mr. Mowatt had visited Dr. "W" n'a water-cure 

establishment at Malvern. He was very desirous of 
making further trial of hydropathic ti'eatment. I also 
was prepossessed in its favor. In about a fortnight 
after my first return to consciousness I was able to 
accompany him to Malvern. A bed was made for me 
in the railway carriage, and I bore the journey with less 
fatigue than could have been anticipated. 
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Cottage at Malvern. — Malvern Htlla. — Waterimre EslabUahmeiU. 
— Z>oniey Eides. — Malvern Donkey Driver. — Adveatwea on 
Horseback. — Hanlt/ Castle. — Itetifn to London. — Skill of Dr. 

D n. ~ A Sjifferer'a Contemplation of Death. — Intervieiv with 

Dr. D n. — Life's hardest Necessity. — A Last Conversation. 

— The Parting. 

A TINT cottage, that looted like a bird's nest dropped 
in a fairy circle, was our home at Malvern. The mm 
iature dwelling stood in the centre of a gaiJen so 
luxuriant that the floral beauties, crowjing cheek to 
cheek, struggling to overtop each other, seemed engi^ed 
in a perpetual contention which should unfold moat 
loveliness to the sun or fling most fragrance on the 
breeze. Close to the cottage 

" Rose trees, either side the door, were 



Standing in the little garden, facing the cottage, a 
range of magnificent hills formed the background of the 
landscape — hills that appeared to be young mountains 
just gaining their growth. These Malvern hills were 
the scene of Langlande's poetic visions. Their pic- 
turesque grandeur must have tilled any dreamer's brain 
■with shapes of ideal beauty, and may have given birth 
to many an unpenned inspiration. 
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typing the rich panorama that encircled these mountain- 
like hills. On every side fresh prospects were unfolded 
— their aspect varying with the changing lights. I 
spent many an hour watching, in wondering admiration, 
the kaleidoscope hues of each new scenic phase. 

Once or twice Mr. Mowatt accompanied me in a 
garden chair, but the exercise was found too fatiguing. 
I took my daily donkey excursioas, attended only by 
the boy driver walking at the donkey's side. This 
youth was bom beneath the shadow of Malvern hiDs, 
and often amused me with his original conceptions of 
the world beyond. We exchanged opinions on various 
subjects ; and now and then, under the startling influ- 
ence of a new idea, he would come to a sudden stop in 
his trotting walk, and exclaim, " Good golly ! you 
don't believe that now — surety (pronounced lie) you 
doesn't ! " Who can say through what narrow orevicea 
the light of truth may shine in upon a darkened mind ? 
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"WTiat tiny seed, casually scatfei-ed, may take root ia 
unbroken soil and spring keaveiiwai-d ? 

I believe I reciprocated some of tlie donkey-boy's 
chagrin when his attendance was no longer needed and 
the donkey was exchanged for a horse. A solemn- 
looking steed it was, decidedly advanced in years, and 
warranted to have renounced all youthful indiscretions. 
Trustmg to his good character, I started iii>on my first 
ride unattended. The ladies at Malvern frequently 
make excursions on horseback alone. My slaid-looking 
Pegasus unexpectedly ran away with me, and was 
stopped by some countrymen. We subsequently learned 
that he was once quite a celebrated racer, and had won 
eeveral trophies. The approach of age had caused his 
present i-eliremeut inlo private life. 

I rode him everj' day for 'six weeks ; and he never ran 
away with me but once more, and then he was influ- 
enced by the dangerous effect of bad example. I was 
riding with a friend. Her horse took fright and ran. 
Mine called to mind his ancient victories, and did not 
ehoose to appear wanting in spirit. The two horses 
passed each other again and again on the road, both 
riders being unable to hold them in. I could only cry 
out to my friend, as I darted by her, " Keep your seat, 
Fanny — keep your seat, and there is no danger!" 
Her exhausted "I can't! I can't!" terrified me so 
much, that by a sudden impulse I turned my horee's 
head into a hawthorn hedge. He stopped suddenly, 
and evinced some slight displeasure at the indignity. 
On looking back I saw my friend lying upon her horse, 
almost insensible, and a gentleman holding licr reins 
with those of his own horse. I rede back to them. 
The stranger proved to be a physician. We supported 
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the now helpless equestrian between us, and walked our 
horses to Haiily Castle, which was just in sight. The 
castle is occupied by some of the descendants of Sir 
Thomas Lucy, of Charlccote and Shakspearian memory. 
"We alighted, and my friend ivas carried into the house. 
Our unexpected hut most gracious host and hostess 
tenderly ministered to the sufferer, and for some time . 
after she revived would not allow us to leave their 
hospitable roof. The horses were sent home by a. 
gi-oom, with a message informing Mr. Mowatt of our 
safety. About an hour afterwards the carriage of our 
host was brought to the door, and he accompanied us 
home. From that time I rode alone, and found my 
sedate steed more manageable than When in company. 

After four montlis' sojourn in MaJvern we returned 
to London. Towards the close of our stay Mr. Mowatt 
had grown rapidly worse. He almost entirely lost the 
use of his limbs. The strong arms of a friend were 
needed to bear him from his sofa to the carriage. All 
his energies, physical and mental, appeared suddenly to 
faiL Night brought to his sufferings no oblivious balm, 
morning no invigorating relie£ 

At this crisis, the entreaties of friends induced us to 

call in the celebrated Dr. D n, the discoverer and 

promulgator of the ehrono-thermal practice of medi- 
cine. We were already personally acquainted with him 
and his lovely wife — and were familiar with certain 
of his cures, which almost deserve the name of mar- 
vellous. With his coming departing hope dawned anew, 
and once more painted the bow of promise upon our 
future. His skill procured the sufferer almost instanta- 
neous relief — arresting the disease which was beyond 
mortal cure. 
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The invalid was now confined entirely fo his hed, 
but the spirit of pain had been exorcised. A holy cahn 
diffused itself about that deaili bed, as though the breath- 
ings of good angels enveloped it with a heavenly aura. 
The veil of eternity was falling around it — not in fu- 
nereal blackness that speaks ot anniliilation, but in the 
golden and purple fold^ of promi'-e, descending from 
the "new heavens." To him who lay upon that couch, 
i^ purified patience of spmf. Death was a =miling angei 
of invitation, throwing open the crystal portals of the 
future, and joyfully beckoning the new guest into man- 
sions of more perfect life — a life of holier uses — more 
ineffable joys — more conscious individuality — more 
angelic progi-ession. Very often, with placid brow and 
in serene lones, he spoke of the coming change. His 
tUiih was so full of living, quickening certainty, that it 
rebuked the tears whose rebellious fall would have pro- 
faned such a death bed. He had not dwelt in the 
suburbs of the Holy City, but entered into its innei'most 
temple. The doctrines of the New Chui'ch had not 
been received into his viemDry merely, but had como 
forth into his daily life, and been inscribed upon hia 
heart. A never-wavering trust had cast out fear, and 
given fo the foot of the Summoner the sound of music. 

His worldly arrangements were made with the me- 
thodical precision that usually characterized his actions — 
his Btill-entangled affairs were smoothed as far as pos- 
sible. That over, his own words were, " I am ready to 
go ; yet I have found sweetness enough in this life lo be 
willing to stay." "Thy will, not mine ! " was his spirit's 
true expression. 

A couple of months passed on, and the invalid grew 
decidedly better. He never left his bed, yet he gained 
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strength — his sight was partially restored — his ever- 
cheerful bearing often Terged upon actual gayety. The 
skill of his physician was fighting a hard hattle with the 
great conqueror. 

His symptoms became so faioiable that I coulJ not 
but cling to the probability that he might yet recover. 
After a time he did the same My own health, which 
was not entirely restored when 1 left Malvein, undet 
the care of Dr. D n became thoroughly reestab- 
lished, aad I had need for iE my strength. 

My long iUness had commtnced m the spring — 
winter was approaching. Aa soon as mj perfect res- 
toration became known, I hid numerous offers for the- 
atrical engagements. Then, for the hist time, Mr 
Mowatt disclosed to me that by far the lii^er portion 
of all we possessed, the hard e-vrmngs of a long period 
of exertion, had, for business purposes, been Ifft m the 
hands of the manager of the Olympic Theatre 

In his ruin it had been swept away It became 
needful that I should resume my labors the in^-tant I 
felt able, 1 pass over what this inielligence was to me. 
Life in all its bitter necessities — its hard requirements 
— had brought no extremity that tried me as did this. 

My most advantageous offers were in the provinces. 
I must leave my vigils beside a couch which I still be- 
lieved might be the bed of death, to wear the mockery 
of glittering robes in the frigid atmosphere of a theatre. 

I sought a private interview with Dr. D n, and 

entreated him to disclose to me his patient's true con- 
dition. The doctor's reluctance to comply with my 
request was almost answer sufficient. I told him 
frankly our exact situation, and implored him not to 
conceal from me the truth I shall never forget or 
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cease to be grateful for the feeling which he exhibited. 
His answer was, " I have seen so many wondera ef- 
fected by a proper medical treatment, that I am never 
inclined to say that a recovery is impossible. In the 
case of Mr. Mowatt, I fear that it is improbable. No 
one can decide how long lie may live. It may be a few 
months, and it may be much longer." 

" Might the time be even shorter ? " 

"It might be ; but he appears so much better that I 
dc not anticipate any immediate danger. 

" And what must I do ? " 

" Any thing rather than excite hira by opposition, 
if you would not produce fatal consequences." 

" Do you mean to say that I must leave London and 
fuiei some of these engagements? for the moat ad- 
vanlageous one, the one he entreats me to accept, is 
in Dublin." 

" Tea ; if he ia bent upon it, you must go." 

I dreaded nothing so much as beliolding " cares for 
the morrow " reenter, with disturbing influence, the now 
peaceful mind of one whose morrows on earth were 
numbered. Without further hesitation, I told him I 
would go. Kichly did his reply reward the struggle 
for self-government which enabled me to make the 
decision. 

T!ie Dublin engagement was accepted for January. 
I was to remain absent but three weeks, and then hasten 
bacit to London. 

Mr. Davenport was at that period engaged at the 
Haymarket Theatre, having been selected by Mr. Ma- 
cready as his support during his farewell of the stage. 
This precluded the possibiUty of Mr. Davenport's ac- 
companying me. It was finally decided that I should 
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make the journey alone, attended by Mrs. Rensliaw in 
the capacity of lady's maid. Her name has before 
been mentioned in these memoirs as the person whose 
courage saved tlie life of a young girl at the Maryle- 
hone Theatre, This inslance of presence of mind, 
added to lier well-known respectability and her aecom- 
plishmenls as a costumer, caused her to be selected by 
Mr. Mowatt as a trustworthy companion. She had offi- 
ciated as mistress of the wardi-ohe in two theatres, but 
had never before entered service. She had been » 
widow for raoi-e than twenty years. The maid whom 
I have several times alluded to in previous chapters 
was her elder sister, and had waited upon me ever since 
I came to London. She was at this period Mr. Mow- 
att's nurse, a very pattern of devotion and patience, 
and was to remfdn with him. 

The niglit before I commenced my journey, the inva- 
lid called me to his bedside. He pointed out a small 
trunk, and said, that, should it be the will of our Lord 
that tliis parting was our last on earth, I would 
find in that trunk several letters — one of which he 
trusted would prove full of comfort. The doctor liad 
warned me to give way to no emotion ; and I could but 
listen in silence while he spoke of the future, the pres- 
ent, the past. He talked of the cliild who had walked 
by his side to school — of the young girl he had edu- 
cated, the spring days of whose existence he had 
filled with earth's rosiest hues ; of the companion whom, 
when life ceased to be a pastime, God had giiVed with 
strength to bear one half the appointed burden. It was 
past midnight when I left liim, sinking peacefully to 
sleep ; and 

"I ohatged my soul to hold my body Btrcngtheued for the sun." 
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"Well I might ; for with tbat morning came the fixed con- 
viction llmt I was looking for the last time upon a face 
which, at least when it turned to me, had ever been 
full of tenderness. 

Tlie train for Liverpool started soon after daylight 
Long before that period Mrs. Renshaw had been 
called to the bedside of the invalid, and I was asked to 
complete my preparations in my own little room ad- 
joining. 

When I was again summoned, I did not inquire what 
had been the subject of conversation. I soon discov- 
ered it when I found that I had not a settled peculiarity 
— an odd fancy — an especial taste with which my 
companion had not suddenly become acquainted. True 
to her promise, she used her best endeavors to gratify 
the tastes, yield to the fencies, and respect the pecu- 
liarities. When her perfect knowledge of my ways 
drew from me many a surprised " Who told you to do 
that ? " or, " How did you know I liked that ? " there was 
always the same answer. 

The moment of parting came. The suffering one 
left behind retained his smiling composure to the end. 
For me, I might well be thankful that his last words 
were a blessing; for I never heard the sound of hia 
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The Iron Duie. — Atrivalin DiAHn. — A DilBiaina. — " Unprotect- 
ed Females." — Intersieto leith theatrical Housekeeper. — ffiaiWraj 
for Lodyings. — The invisible Avanl Coiaria'. — Mr. Cahraft. -~ 
G. V. Brooke. — First Rehearsal. — Debul at Theatre Royal.— 
HvhUn Jifrfwnee. — Attachment of the Irish to America. — Tfta 
freeman's Journal.- Pradtictioit of Armand. — Peetdiaritiea of 
the DvbUn Pit and Gallery. — PersecutiOH of an Actor. — An 
amnsinff Device. — My last Night. — Scene at the Stage Door. — 
BiAlin Friends. — 2%e Invalid in London. — Extracts from his 
dailg Letters. — Enffogenteiit at Wemcastle upon Tyne. — Depart- 
ure from ZhihUn. 

We crossed the channel in the steamer called tKe 
Iron Duke, the^strongest and swiftest on the line. I 
found comfort in tlie name ; it accorded with my expe- 
riences. Iron seemed the inflesible necessity that 
launched me upon this new and lonely career. Iron- 
like must the courage be which could enable me to face 
the future ; of iron the strength which was needed to 
endure the present. 

Every one who has crossed the channel will remem- 
ber the physical distress produced by the quick, sharp, 
jerking motion of the waves — far more trying than the 
regular rolling of the ocean. All night the rain poured 
in torrents^; but we irere told that our passage was quite 
smooth. "Then Heaven help us through the rough 
ones ! " was our involuntary ejaculation. 

At daylight we reached Kingston. The train start- 
ed at eight o'clock, and we arrived in Dublin at half 

(351J 
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past eight We especled Mr. Calcraft, the lessee and 
manager of the Theati-e Royal, where I was engaged, 
U> meet us at the station. He was not there. We 
waited until every passenger had disappeared ; still he 
did not come. What was to he done ? This was my 
first journey unsurrounded by the tender protection of 
relatives or friends, and my London maid had never 
hefore been sixty miles removed from the sound of 
Bow bells. The two forsaken-looking beings, who, in 
frozen, bewilderment, stood shivering beaide a hnge pUe 
of trunks, would have added a speaking addition (though 
they were nearly speech^ew) to Punch's portraits of 
"unprotected femile " We we e soon e o nd 1 by 
an army of cabn p w! o term n^^led th ofie a to 
ti-ansport us anj vhere unler the face of tie sun" 
witli a flood of most lud c ou ly flatter g ja uht ona. 
But what wo Id ha e been tl e he gl t of mpert nenee 
in an EnglisI eib d ver flo ve 1 o naturally f om the 
lips of a son of gi'een Erin that it disarmed rebuke. 

Not knowing how to dispose of ourselves, for wa 
were decidedly overburdened with our own safe keep- 
ing, we drove to the theatre in hope of finding the man- 
ager. Mr. Calcraft was not there ; it was too early in 
the morning. Who was there ? Nobody but the old 
housekeeper, and she was not up. Would she get up ? 
" Sure and she would, if we could wait," was the answer 
received. We wrapped ourselves in our travelling 
blankets for protection against the frosty air that whis- 
tled in from every side of the loosely-built Irifh vehicle, 
and waited. 

By and by the housekeeper thrust her good-humored 
face out of the stage door,* and, after giving us an 

* Door leading from behind the scenes. 
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inquisitive reeonnoissance, advanced. There was con- 
siderable cap-tying, and hook-and-eyes clasping, and 
other adjustmeuts of her hurried toilet accomplished 
on her way to the carriage. 

I t«ld her who we were. " Och, and is it the new star 
lady from .London ? Sure, and you're welcome ; and it's 
esery body that's wanting to see you 1 " waa her hearty 
salutation. 

I inquired for Mr. Calcraft. He expected us ia the 
half past nine o'clock train, and would be at the station 
at that hour. Had he engaged a suite of apartments 
as I had requested by letter? 

"Sure, and he hasn't," was the answer. "He said 
ye'es wanted three rooms on a floor, opening togither, 
and they wasn't to be found in all Dublin." 

" Did he secure any other rooms for me ? " 

" Biess you, no ; he was afraid nothing else would 

" But what am I to do ? " 

" Lord love ye ! Sure, and we'll find some place for 
ye the day ! Couldn't ye just step into the theatre 
and wait a while ? " 

Wait a while in a cold, dark theatre, when we were 
freezing and starving, and the shelter of a warm room 
was almost indispensable to the prolongation of our 

" I can't wait," I answered ; " we will look for lodg- 
ings ourselves ; if we find them, I will send you the 
address. .If not, we will return here," 

" Ye don't mane you're going hunting for rooms at 
this hour of the morning, and in that hasty sort of a 
style ? " 

23 
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" Tcs ; I am an American, and we always make 

The good woman gave voluble vent to her astonish- 
ment at the proposed rapid mode of transacting business. 

What part of llie city should we drive to ? was the 
next question ; for I was not acquainted ivitb a single 
Dublin locality. My London friends had supplied me 
with letters of introduction. I remembered that the 

address of one, to Lady E e, was Merrion Square. 

The name sounded musically attractive. Merrion 
Square must be some pleasant place. " Drive to Mer- 
rion Square," was the order given the coachman, " and 
sh>p at the first baker's or green grocer's after you 
get there." 

Merrion Square was quickly reached, and my antici- 
pations of lie agreeable vicinity were realized. We 
stopped at a green grocery. Mrs. Eensbaw alighted, 
and inquired of the Emiling grocer's wife whether there 
were any desirable lodgings to be obtained in the neigh- 
borhorhood. 

She received a direction to tiiree houses that had un- 
occupied suites of apartments. Wc drove to the first, 
which was close to the square. The exterior was suf- 
ficiently inviting ; the interior passed from good to 
better. There were three large, well-furnished rooms 
on the second floor — precisely what we wanted. Ten 
minutes after we stepped from the carriage the rooms 
had been engaged, I was lying on a comfortable sofa, 

and Mrs. K was preparing a refreshing cup of tea. 

So much for our American mode of helping ourselves. 
Had we trusted to the exertions of our Irish friends, 
possibly these "consummations devoutly to be wished" 
might have blessed us about midday, or at nightfall. 
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" This looks like some sort of Aladdin's lamp busi- 
ness ! " exclaimed my wondering attendant, looking 
around her. "It seems as though these rooms had been 
all prepared by our just wishing for them, and as if 
they were waiting ready for us to walk in I " 

It cerlainly did appear as though some invisible 
avcmt courner had made all necessary preparations for 
our comfort and smoothed away every difficulty. I 
never could get this odd notion out of my head. We 
remained in these singularly-obtained lodgings through 
our whole stay in Dublin, and had ample cause to he 
pleased with them. From our landlady and her truly 
beautiful daughter we received the most devoted atten- 
tions. The latter was one of the many perfect speci- 
mens of female loTeliness which I beheld in Dublin. 
I am half inclined to think that the palm of feminine 
perfection belongs to the daughters of the Emerald Isle. 

In the course of the day Mr. Calcraft called upon me. 
I found him a gentleman of polished manners, accus- 
tomed to the most refined society, and highly educated. 
With his dramatic authorship I was already acquainted. 
I had very frequently acted in his version of the Bride 
of Lammermoor. Scott's thrilling history of the broken- 
hearted maiden was originally dramatized by Calcraft 
for Mrs. Henry Siddong. She personated Lucy Ash- 
ton a number of times at the Dublin Theatre Royal, of 
which he was manager. I enacted the character upon 
the same stage. 

When I arrived in Dublin Mr. Brooke had just 
fulfilled an engagement of some length. He was re- 
engaged to appear with me. His was the only familiar 
face that I saw at my first rehearsal. Lonely I could 
not but feel ; but I had no trials to undergo similar to 
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ihosQ wliich rendered my first rehearsals in Manchester 
and London a species of theatrical purgatory. The 
influence of a gentlemanlike manager was felt through- 
out the theatre. The actors were courteous in the 
extreme, and vied with each other in readiness to con- 
form to the wishes of the stranger. 

We opened in the Lady of Lyons. I chose that 
character becaiiae there ia no necessity for exertion in 
the first two acta, and abundance of time to get over 
any attacks of stage fright. 

Happily the dreaded stage demon kept far oif from 
me. I scarcely experienced a nervous tremor, and 
aever made a more self-posseased first appearance. 

I know of no audience who exert so inspiring an 
influence over an actor as the Dublin. Their thorough 
enjoyment, their quick compi-ehenaion, their ready 
responsiveness to exalted sentiments, their genuine 
tokens of delight, often expressed in a comic, and 
always in a hearty manner, bear the performer as upon 
a triumphant wave to the Elysian shores of success. 
Their enthusiasm is contagious, and rouses Lis energies, 
kindles his ambition, and renders even labor a pleasure. 
To act tamely before that audience would be an impos- 
sibility. No genius could slumber iu such a vivifying 
atmosphere, no aspirations become weary, no ardor 
grow cold. 

My d&but was a highly successful one. The Dublin 
press were prodigal of panegyrics. The spirit of chiv- 
alry which always animates the breast of an Irishman 
towards womanhood would have made them regard me 
with favorable eyes ; but that I was a stranger, and an 
American, was sufficient excuse for any courteous ex- 
travagance. How dear America and her children are 



Hosted bv Google 



DUBLIN AUDIENCES. 



357 



to Ireland was proved to me daily, and in many flatter- 
ing ways, during my stay in Dublin. 

I quote the paragraph which prefaces the critique 
upon my first perfonnance, which appeared in the 
Freeman's Journa!, to make apparent that, in spite of 
the enthusiasm which I have described as characterizing 
a Dublin audience, they claim for themselves the most 
fastidious discrimination as critics : — 

** On last evening Mrs. Mowatt appeared for the first time before 
our Dublin audience. This event, doubtless highly interesting to 
the admirers of dramatic noTelty, and looked forward to with pleas- 
urable anticipations bj connoisseurs ivbo constitute critical au- 
thority on affairs dramatic, must have beeu considered nn oeoasion 
somewhat trying by an artist of whose natural genius and histtionio 
ability public report has spoken so highly, sustained by the ornate 
and elaborntB erilioisms of the American and Ei^lish press. 
Throughout the whole range of stage representation, actors and 
actresses, from the highest to the lowest, from Macready and Sid- 
dons to the humblest professor of light comedy, all have dreaded 
the ordeal of a DubUn audience. It might, perhaps, seem needless 
to ronimd the readers of this journal of the fastidious character of 
that same audience, the most considerate, as it is the most just and 
generous, of any before which true genius has ever presented its 
claims. We mould not do so were it not that wo wish to enhance 
the magnitude and the delicacy of the compliment paid on last 
evening by that audience to the feir and gifted actress who came 
ica — the adopted laud of thou- 



Armand was produced towards the close of the en- 
gagement, and never created a more powerful sensation. 
Mr. Brooke's delineation of the peasant Armand was 
interrupted by cheers from the commencement to the 
close of the play. The galleries fairly seemed inclined 
to make a descent upon the stage, and carry him off 
upon their shoulders. At the summons before the 
curtain, after the most deafening clamors of applause, 
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as I was making my final acknowledgment, the cry 
rose of " Nine cheers for America ! " The pit started to 
their feet, and lustily gave the cheers with waving hats 
and handkerchief. When the last peal ceased, the 
orchestra struck up " Hail, Columbia ! " and drew down 
a new response. Our national au- was immediately 
followed by " St. Patrick's Day in the Morning," which 
alnajs creatCi a furor of palnotiL delight. 

The audience are pirticuhrly addicted to audible 
criticisms It was quite usual for them, when struck 
by any of my effoits, to cry out, " Bravo, America! " 
"America forever I' "Long life to joung America! " 
~" t and gillenes are in the habit of constantly 
; the actors upon the atagt, expressing grati- 
hcation or displeasuze in %ery decided terms. "Bless 
your awate face ! " or, " The Lord love ye ! " is not an 
unusual salutation to a favorite female performer ; and 
similar expressions of atFectionate delight are called forth 
by the action of the play in whicli she is concerned. In 
spite of their readiness to be pleased, they are also alarm- 
ingly despotic, and their chiding is often merciless. Witli 
some of Shakspeare's plays they are so conversant, that, 
if an actor make a mistake m the text, they will correct 
him with a rebuke, and force him to repeat the passage. 
I was a witness to one painful instance of their tyrxm- 
ny over an innocently offending individual. We vrero 
perfbj-ming Planche's comedietta of Faint Heart. The 
actor who personated the old Marquis had rather an 
indistinct voice, caused, I think, by loss of teeth. The 
galleries cried out to him, " Spake a little louder, will 
ye ? " His efforts to render his voice audible were not 
sufficiently successful to please them, and they continued 
to shout, at intervals, " Spake up ! " " Spake up, old gray- 
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beard! " Tlie actor became so mucb confused tbat he 
could scarcely speak at all. In an underlone I entreated 
him to go on without noticing the interruptions. He en- 
deavored to do so, but signally failed. Somebody then 
sang out, "Take a little wather!"and another voice 
cried, "Blow your nose, will ye? and let's hear your 
voice ! " Each of t^ese recommendations was followed 
by a peal of mcrriraent. The persecuted Marquis 
trembled visibly, and the big drops of moisture began 
to roll from his brows. Still he uttered every word of 
his part correctly, though his voice continued thick and 
husky. All at once some individual, who fancied him- 
self particularly penetrating, called out, "Ah, its drunk 
he is I " " He's drunk ! " " He's drunk I " was echoed on 
every side, and the accusation was accompanied by 
groans and hisses. 

Tiie man was not in the least degree intoxicated or 
excited by any stimulus, as was afterwards proved when 
he was called up before the manager. But shame and 
terror at the imputation upon his sobriety almost took 
from him the power of articulation, and as he led me 
from the stage (which lie action of the play demanded) 
he almost reeled. His emotion was so great behind 
the scenes that he turned a deaf ear to all consolation. 
In a few minutes we were obliged to reappear upon the 
stage together. No sooner had he opened his lips than 
he was greeted with the salutations, "Ah, ye drunken 
loon!" "Aren't ye ashamed?" "Is that the respect 
ye show to a lady?" "Gohomewid ye!" &c. The 
unfortunate actor was so thoroughly confounded that 
fright actually gave him the appearance of a man not 
sober. We "cut the scene" as much as possible. I 
blended my speeches in a manner that precluded the 
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necessity of his answering, and he soon had the oppor- 
tunity of again making his exit The exigencies of 
the play requii-ed that the Marquis should make hta 
appearance once more before its close. His cue was 
spoken in a loud tone, and his entrance announced; but 
no Marquis was forthcoming. Again and again the cue 
was repeated, with sundry glances at the prompter ; but 
no Marquis presented himself. What was to be done ? 
There was a dead pause — and a long wait — and the 
sound of voices in remonstrance or entreaty proceeding 
from behind the scenes ; but still no Marquis appeared. 
The audience began to evince their impatience and dis- 
pleasure, I caught sight of the stage manager at the 
wing, earnestly gesticulating, and apparently in a great 
slate of consternation. As I approached the entrance, 
he whispered to me, " What on earth shall we do ? The 
poor fellow is so frightened there's no forcing him on ! " 
A happy thought struck me, and, returning (o my posi- 
tion on the stage, I looked in the direction where the 
Marquis should have entered, and then at the situation 
he ought to have occupied on the stage, and continued 
my part by saying, " Marquis, who should be standing 
there," Sec, lea. The audience burst forth inte a yell 
of delighted merriment at the device. I continued to 
address the invisible Marquis, making his answers 
(which were supposed to be heard by my ears alone) 
known to them by my interpretation. Every few 
words excited a fresh shout of laughter, and the piay 
concluded as brilliantly as though our absent Marquis 
had been present in the most humorous slmpc. 

On the last night of my engagement a rather amus- 
ing scene took place at the stage door of the theatre, 
where the carriage was waiting to lake me home. On 
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emerging into the street, we found such a, crowd assem- 
bled that it was with difflcuky that the gentlemen who 
escorted me could force a way to the carriage. This 
throng had gathered to witness my departure, not mere- 
ly becaii e I had b n a f e in Dublin, but be- 
cause I was an A n ca A America had succored 
Ireland i her ho t d They grasped my hands 
as I [.a^aed se zed raj d e j ng out, "God bless 
yo nee hdy ' Th Lo-d <nve yoa prosperity!" 
"America! Americas the blessed land!" There were 
a number of women in the crowd, some of them with 
ini'anU in their arms. These pressed upon me, crying 
out, " Look at the baby, mee lady ! Take a look at mee 
baby ! " and, " Let the little girl kiss your hand," &c. 
I wa^ forced lo stand some minutes in the street, com- 
plying as well as I could with their requests. They 
hemmed me in so closely, that to reach the carriage 
was an impossibility ; and the gentleman whose arm 
1 held lifted his cane to strike some of the poor 
creatures. But they drew back at my request, though 
they did not seem inclined to do so before the threafr 
ened blows. After I was seated in the carriage, we 
discovered that Mrs. Renshaw had been lost in the 
crowd. She was not recognincd as my attendant, and 
consequently got separated fi-ora me, to her great dis- 
may. She was unmercifully jostled about, and nearly 
trampled under foot. One of the gentlemen who ac- 
companied me went in search of her. She was found 
with some difficulty; and even then it was only by pro- 
claiming who she was tliat he could induce the crowd to 
make way and let her pass. We drove off amidst cheers 
and shouts of " God bless you ! " " Long life to you ! " 
which never ceased while the carriage was in sight. 
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I received several complimentary letters and other 
tokens of esteem during my stay in Dublin, and I 
formed some delightful acquaintanoea. I am their 
debtor for numerous hospitalities and courlesies. 

Every morning's mail brought me a note from the 
invalid in London. Very otluii I Lid a second note in 
the evening. Every mail look bai'k a note lo him, with 
a supply of newspapers. He had wonderfully revived, 
and wrote in excellent spirits. The accounts of my 
Dublin successes clieered him ; and he derived great 
amusement from sketches of the individuals with whom 
1 became acquainitid and the nari-alion of various inci- 
denls. I quote a few passages from his daily letters to 
show tlie happy and Uiankful spirit in which they were 
penned : — 

" Your ietler rejoiced my heart and filled mo with 
gratitude to Heaven — all seems so prosperous. I, too, 
am unusually ivell and strong to-day." 

"How much you seem to be favored by the press, 
and by having your exertions appreciated and re- 
warded ! Heaven surely favors you, and me through 

" I am so comfortable this morning after a good 
night's sleep, and the cheerful sun shining so hiiglitly in 
the room, and your sweet water lily hanging over me, 
and the portrait of your dear self on the other i-ide of 
the painting of St. John ! " 

" I know that it will make you happy to learn that, 
for the first time since you left me, I have been able to 
sit up and read ; which I have just now been doing, to 
my infinite delight, for au hour and a half. Providence 
be thanked for all its mercies ! This is more tluin I 
expected would happen for some weeks." 
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" Last night was t!ie best yet. I am lying upon 
your sofa, having been placed there by a nephew of 
Mr. M — — -ll's, who is very kind, and an excellent sub- 
Btitute for our good Charlie." 

" Davenport brought me a beautiful pot of lilies of 
the valley, in full bloom, this morning. Your letter of 
Sunday was a great source of pleasure and delight to 
me, so that I am as comfortable as can be to-day." 

" I look forward to many an hour's amusement npon 
your return, from the various scenes and evenls that 
have happened to you. 3Iy good 4octor is all attention 
to mc, and watches me with the greatest care. Mrs. 

E n is delighted that her sister Mrs. E suits 

you so well." 

The contented tone of these letters, and the favorable 
change w'hich my London friends assured me had taken 
place, once more cheated me into the belief that his re- 
covery was possible — I even dared to believe probable. 
In his latter letters he entreated me to accept an offer 
which I had received to act a fortnight at Newcastle 
upon Tyne, and then to visit Scotland. I unwillingly 
consented to the former request ; and my fiiithful attend- 
ant and I left Dublin with our faces turned towards 
Newcastle, instead of to London, as I earnestly desired. 
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It so chanced Ihat we recrossed tlie channel in the 
Iron Duke, which three weeks before had conveyed us 
to Kingslfln. It was a glorious moonlight evening, and 
the boat seemed to plough its way over a sea of molten 
eilver. We spent the greater portion of the night on 
deck. A long, wooden bench, which bore some I'ela- 
tionship to that plank whicli had "a soft side," served 
for a couch. An old gentleman who was pacing the 
deck, after passing us once or twice, deprived himself 
of his voluminous woollen cloak, and spread it over me. 
I looked up to remonstrate, but the attempt was useless ; 
something in his action seemed to say that lie had a 
daughter at home. "When I woke from a dreamy slum- 
ber I found a couple of overcoats folded carefully over 

my feet, and Mrs. E was eimilarly protected. "We 

could only divine whence they came by singling out 
certain shivering figures that walked rapidly to and fro 
in the moonlight minus the comfortable outer garment. 
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Towards morning the cold became so intense that we 
were obliged to take refuge Iq the close cabin, and en- 
counter the seasick consequences. We landed at Liv- 
erpool SMn after daylight, and in about an hour, during 
which I wrote to London, took tlic train for Carlisle. 
At four o'clock we reached Carlisle, remained half an 
hour, then proceeded to Newcastle, where we ai-rived at 
eight on Friday evening. That night we passed at a 
hotel, and early the next morning went in search of 
apartments. To our wonder and gratification, they were 
found 'almost aa readily as those in Dublin, and again 
seemed mysteriously prepared for our reception through 
the agency of the invisible avant courrier before men- 
tioned. 

Our first care was to send to the theatre for letters. 
There was one from the invalid at home, dated Thurs- 
day morning and Thursday night. It was written in 
the same placid and hopeful strain as all the others 
which had cheered me during my absence. I noticed 
but one difference ; the writing was singularly uneven, 
and on some lines there were but two words, as though 
they were traced by one who did not see, but only 
guessed at the space. This had, doubtless, been the 
case. Nothing in the tone of the letter betrayed a 
feebler state of body than usuaL 

On Saturday there was no letter. It was the first 
day since I left London that had brought no tones from 
the voice at a distance. Anxious pulses began to beat. 
Thejr throbbing was painfully quickened when Sunday 
came and went and brought no news. Monday morn- 
ing I sent to the post office. The mail hadnot yet arrived 
— it was very late that day ; and we learned that iha 
mail due on the day previous had missed altogether. 
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This accounted for my having no letters. 1 should 
certainly have two that day. 

With renewed hope I went to my first rehearsal in 
that strange, cold, vast theatre — one of the largest in 
England. Mrs. Eenshaw accompanied me. As we 
■were passing the bos office, on our way behind the 
scenes, the doorkeeper, seeing strange faces, inquired, 
" Is that Mrs. Mowatt ? " On receiving my answer, he 
replied, " I have a great pile of letters for you, ma'am ; 
there are several back mails this morning;" and placed 
a large package of epistles in my eagerly-extended 
hands. 

Very hurriedly I glanced over them to select the 
well-known writing. It was not there. Again I looked 
through the gathering mists that clouded ray sight; 
there were many familiar hands, but one was missing. 
A note, in Mr. Davenport's writing, attracted ray atten- 
tion ; that must give me information. I broke it open, 
and turned to the last lines before I had coun^ to 
glance at the first. They reassured me — the letter 
was dated Friday, and had probably been posted too 
lal/i for that day's mail. He was naying Mr. Mowatt a 
visit, and wrote in his stead. The latter seemed some- 
what weaker than usual, too weak to manage a pen — 
and, besides, he appeared inclined to sleep. 

As I looked up from the letter, I perceived that the 
manager, Mr, Davis, was waiting to address me. Sev- 
eral of the company had assembled without my noticing 
them, and were scanning the stranger with inquisitive 
eyes. After exchanging a few words with Mr. Davia, 
whom I had seen but twice before, I inquired if I were 
delaying rehearsal. 

" It is past the hour," he replied, " and every body ia 
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here; but if you wish lo read your lettera " I 

interrupted him with, "I have read the only important 
one, and will not detain you," 

He was leading (he way to the stage, and I following. 
The package of letters seemed to burn my hands, and I 
glanced over tliem again. My eye caught sight of 
anotlier note in Mr. Davenport's writbg, and above the 
address the startling word, " immediate." I paused, too 
much alarmed to apologize to my conductor, and hastily 
tore open the letter. It was dated Saturday, and, after 
a gentle preparation, iudmated that he feared Mr, Mow- 

att was worse. Mr. D , with other iriends, had 

passed the day at his bedside — he did not appear to 
BuiFer, but was veiy feeble- There was a P. S., dated 
4 o'clock, stating that no charge had taken place up to 
that hour, Tlie writer's duties at the theatre, he said, 
would force him to leave at six. 

I was folding the letter as composedly as I could, 
when I noticed a third letter in the same hand ; and upoa 
that, too, was the terrible word, " immediate." I opened 
it — the date was Sunday morning. It was strange that 
I should have opened them accidenlally in the order of 
their dates. The first lines were all I read — they had 
told me the worst. The voice of consoling angels whis- 
pered, "God is not the Godoffhedead. but of the living! 
for all live unto him ! " 

I hardly know what look place ; but I remember the 
gentle ministerings of the considerate manager and of 
my weeping attendant. As soon as I was able, we 
returned to our lodgings. 

My package of epiafles contained numerous letters 
of condolence, and several most pressing invitations 
from intimate friends, offering the hospitalities of their 
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roofa. I accepted that of the friend who had heea the 
most tried — the most devoted to him who was gone — 
& friend whose wife, daughters, son, and nephew, as well 
as himself, had each in turn watched over and cheered 
the departing spirit through its long but gentle stru^les 
to be disinthralled. 

Mr. Davis wrote to him, and made all arrangements 
for my return to London. We started at six o'clock 
the next morning. The attentive manager took charge 
of us to the station, provided for our cdmfort on the 
road, and performed every office that the kindest of 
hearts couid dictate. 

"We arrived in London late in the evening, after a 
journey the sadness of which I need not describe. For 
the next few weeks I took up my residence with friends 
now doubly endeared. 

From the faithful nurse, Mrs. E n, I received a 

minute account of the last days and last hours which I 
had not been permitted to witness. 

On Thursday night the then sinking invalid wrote to 
rae for the last time. On Friday he was unusually fee- 
ble, but composed as ever. Mr. Davenport passed the 
day with him, and he gave various directions with his 
habitual clearness and precision. On Saturday morning 
he seemed slightly worse, and inquired, with considerable 
anxiety, if the postman had not made his rounds. A lit- 
tle before ten o'clock the daily missive was placed in 
his hands. It was written at Liverpool during the hour 
that we stopped on our way to Newcastle, Ho opened 
the note, and held it a long time before his eyes without 
turning the page; he appeared unable to see the words. 

After a while he looked up at Mrs. E n, who was 

standing beside him, and, holding out the note, said, in 
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a faint voice, " E«ad me Lily's letter ! " They were 
tlie last worda lie ever spoke. 

She took the Ietl«r and read. 'When she had finished 
she looked at him ; his face, she saya, had strangely 
changed; it was white as marble, and quite rigid. 
She spoke to him, but he did not answer ; she bent her 
head, and felt his brealh upon her cheek. Then she 
thought he was sleeping. She sat heside him to watch ; 
but the strange expression, the " death look in his face," 
as she termed it, terrified her ; and she sent a messenger 

for Mr. Davenport, and' another for Mr. M 11, the 

friend whom, I mentioned above. They came, the lat- 
ter with his wife and daughter. Mr. M 11 tried to 

rouse the slumberer, and, fancying that he had partly 
ancceeded, took the open letter tliat lay beside him and 
read it aloud, to attract his attention ; but the heavy eyes 
dosed again, and gave no sign of intelligence. Mi-. 
Davenport brought the doctor ; he examined his patient, 
and told the assembled friends that the parting hour was 
at hand. Then they gathered silently and solemnly 
around the bed, and waited for the angels of death to 
free the ransomed spirit. Another friend joined them, 
and sat with the hand of the dying clasped in hers. He 
never spoke and never moved until just before sunset. 
Then suddenly he opened his eyes ; they rested for a 
moment upon the portrait which he had ordered to be 
hung at the foot of his bed, and at the pot of lilies, in full 
bloom, standing beneath it ; a smile full .of angelic radi- 
ance for an instant played upon his lips ; his eyes closed 
again, and almost immediately opened, fixed, glazed, 
expressionless ; the mortal casket was untreasuied ; he 
■was no longer there. 

" His spirit passed away sweetly and gently, like the 
24 
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slumbering of an infant ; tlie change was scarcely per- 
ceptible to those around." So wrote one of the friends 
who witnessed his release, adding, " I have beheld his 
mortal remains placed in the coifm ; and his counte- 
nance is so placid, looking aa I have seen bim often in 
his sleep in latter days." 

In one of the loveliest corners of Kensall Green 
Cemetery, where bending trees wave their green canopy 
over his grave, and a richly-broidered mantle of flowere 
covers the earth, lie his mortal remims No flatteimg 
faisehooii is graven upon his (ombitone but a "imple 
epitaph, ending with the inspired words which so dis 
tinctly apply to such as he: Blessed is thit sen ant 
whom his Lord, when he cometh fiada watching' 

Other hands besides my own Liie hun^ wiealhs 
upon that tombstone, and lail choiie bouquets upon 
that flower-covered grave, in token of lemembrince 
The latest offering was a basket of moss, filled m(h 
immortelles of various hues; and cii the handle v,\a 
woven, in white flowers, the la.t name that wis uttered 
by his lips. 

In a previous chapter I spoke of a trunk which lie 
pointed out to me as containing ktteis I found //iiee, 
enclosed in each other, and addie sed to me Die hrot 
related entirely lo business subjects. It carefully ex- 
plained matters which my absence of business knowl- 
edge would have rendered diflicult of comprehension. 

The second contained various wishes, with which he 
urged my compliance. One was, that I would resume 
my profession, and resist the entreaties of relatives or 
friends to abandon the stage until certain objects were 
accomplished. Another entreaty was, that, should he 
die during the winter season, I would not leave Eng- 
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land until the ensuing summer, as Ihc change of climate 
would inevitably prove injurious to my health. Other 
wishes referred to the care and education of the little 
Greys now wholly left under my charge. Other re- 
queito aie not ot i nifure to be mentioned here ; every 
one was dutifed with a view lo promote my welfare. 
If ^ny desire has rem lined uncomplied with, it is be- 
cause the fulfalment was not possible. 

The third leftei was a farewell, written with deep 
emotion the outpourmg of a loving and exalted spirit ; 
a letter full ot thdnk fulness, full of tendernesa ; grate- 
fullj re^ie smg the past and assuring me of his prepa- 
ration tor the future. The rocks of doubt, upon which he 
had once been stranded, had melted in the broad and liv- 
ing waters of Truth, whose waves dance upon the shores 
of a glorious eternity. That farewell letter belongs, per- 
haps, to these memoirs, which are written at his request. 
I have read the valued document again and again be- 
fore I could come to a decision on this point. Although 
I have allowed it to be perused by many friends, I feel 
its language too sacred lo be recorded where cold and 
worldly eyes have the right lo read. I may be wrong 
in this conclusion; but I yield to an instinct which I 
have not strength to overcome. 

I passed six weeks at the residences of various friends, 
and then prepared to resume my profession. Compli- 
ance with Mr, Mowatt's last wbhes compelled me to 
remmn in England until summer commenced. London 
was now full of distressing associations ; I therefore 
made engagements for a tour in the provinces, to oc- 
cupy the months which must pass before I eould return 
to my own country, my own family. I travelled 
from city lo city, accompanied only by Mrs. Kenshaw, 
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remaining a few weeks in each town, and acting every 
night ; if that could be called acting which was but a 
soulless iraitafion of my former stage imbodiments. I 
could only coldly copy what I had done spontaneously 
in more inspired moments. I lost, for the time being, 
all power of original personation. 

"We-sisifed Neueaslle, Leeds, Huli, Sheffield, Man- 
chester, Liverpool. The gentlemanlike conduct of Mr. 
Davis caused me to return to Newcaiitle and fulfil the 
engagement which had been so painfully broken in 
upon. I would gladly have avoided that city; but I 
felt hound to aecure him agiunst loss. Newcastle was, 
consequently, the first town in which I reappeared. 

In Manchester I acted in the very theatre where I 
had made my first English t/eSMf — but under what 
different circumstances ! As I sat alone at the man- 
ager's table, through the long dreary rehearsals, the in- 
cidents of the past four years, many and many a time, 
passed in visionary review before me. 

My intercourse with the Kev. Mr. Smithson and his 
wife was renewed. Highly prized their friendship 
had been years before ; but it ivas at this period an 
iuestimable boon. 

During my engagpment in Liverpool I was supported 
by Sir. Barry Sullivan, one of the most gifted perform- 
ers on the English stage. Armand was produced in 
every cily, and always with success. In Liverpool Mr. 
Davenport enacted his original part on my benefit night. 
The managers of the Haymarket Theatre accorded him 
this privilege for one evening only. He arrived in Liv- 
erpool—where he is a great favorite — in time for the 
performance, and left the next morning to act in Lon- 
don at night. 
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It is sotnewliat strange, that, in spite of the sad events 
related in this and the several previous chapters, I left 
England wilh the reputation of a comic rather than a 
tragic actress ; so little may the public and private his- 
tory of an actor be in accordance. Just before ray de- 
parture, a memoir of me was written by Eayle Bernard, 
author of the Broken Heart, the Passing Cloud, &c, 
which concludes with the following paragraph : — 

"While Mrs. Mowatt baa a. tendomcss and pathos that tender 
har Imogen and Viola Bcareely equalled in our memory, thero is snch 
an entire adaptation of her wliole person, look, and spirit to the 
blander Bphcro of comedi/, that me cannot but feel it is her Ime one. 
It is marked by an enjoyment that shows at once it is most natural 
to her, however bei tears and gentleness may charm us to the con- 
trary. Buthor comedy has iu iietlnction — me Ihiiikii peculiarly 
Shakapeaa-ian, oving to that thrill of poetic feeling which winds 
through all its passages. That mixed exposition of the ideal and 
the true, which stamps all Shakspeare's writings as the profonnd- 
est ins^ht into man, receives the happiest illusliatjon in the genius 
of Mrs. Mowatt. Sensibility and mirth ai^ ever neighhors to each 
other -, and our fair artist well interprBte what onr best poet has so 
well diiined. In the comedy of modem life she has unquestionable 
merits ; but if it impress na the less forcibly, it is on account of 
its lower grade, which limits ciptession. It is in Beatrice and Rosa- 
lind that she must he witnessed to be esteemed ; eqnallcd by soma 
in art, and surpassed in force by many, she alone has that poetic 
fervor which imparts to thom their truth, and makes our laughter 
ever ready to tremble into tears." 

During my engagement in Liverpool I was joined 

by Mr. S h, a valued brother-in-law, who had just 

arrived from America. I passed a few weehs in Lon- 
don, bidding adieu to cherished friends, and, under my 
brother-in-law's protection, set sail for America, accom- 
panied by Mrs. Renshaw. We embarked on the 9th 
July, 1851, in tlie steamship Pacific, commanded by 
Captain Nye. 
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the group in the cabin. It was a strange sight that 
crowd of bewildered faces just starfled from sleep, and 
stranger the odd toilela, the honnels hurried on over 
nightcaps, the half-dishevelled hair, the not-lo-be-de- 
scribed mingling of night and day costumes. In spile 
of the white terror that spread ilself over many a coun- 
tenance, every lady present maintained a quiet bearing ; 
while some of the braver sex (so it was reported) 
rushing frantically lo the deck, attempted to cut loose 
the lifeboats, in the hope of saving themselves. The 
captain was forced to station several of the crow where 
they could prevent this act of madness. 

It wa? full half an hour before intelligence was 
brought below of the precise nature of the accident. 
During this period the steamer lay perfectly still. We 
then learned that in backing suddenly from a danger- 
ous approach to certain rocks, upon which she would 
inevitably ha^e been wrecked, one of the engines had 
been shivered to pieces. Ita instantaneous dismember- 
ment had occasioned the convulsive quivering of the 
vessel and the thunder-hke reports. There was no 
longer any danger. The lai^er portion of the passen- 
gers returned iiuietly to their berths. Some few could 
not recover from the excitement, and remained watch 
inf. Wo were amongst the former. Afler a few 
hours the Pacific proceeded on her course with but one 
engine. We had already made (if I remember rightly) 
two thirds of the voyage. 

On the thirteenth night, at about eleven o'clock, we 
reached New York. It would have been wise, perhaps, 
to have remained on board until daylight; but my 
brother-in-law and I could not make up our minds to 
the delay. We were too impatient to heboid the be- 
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loved ones assembled to greet us beneath our father's 
roof. How to make the journey to Ravenswood, Long 
Island, was the nest question. TVe had six miles to 
travel over the worst kind of roads. The night waa 
dark, but for a few faint stars that now glimmered, now 
disappeared. "We could not hope to reach Eavenswood 
until long past midnight, — my father's household would 
then have retired to rest, — but we eould not persuade 
ourselves to postpone the joyfully antjcipated meeting 
until morning. A coach was loaded with our baggage, 
and we started. The roads were newly made ; and 
every few moments the carnage sank down into a deep 
rut, or rose sidewise over a high mound of earth. 
Afler several narrow approaches to an upset, we alighted 
from the carriage, and walked, ankle deep in mud, over 

the worst portions of the road. When Mrs. E 

and I resumed our seats, my brother-in-law mounted 
the box, and himself took the reins as the only means 
of guai-diiig us from the perils of an overturn. 

It was past one o'clock in the morning when my 
ears were greeted with the glad sound, issuing fi-om the 
coach box, " Look out, sister! I can just see your fath- 
er's house behind those pine trees." 

The rumble of our heavily-l^iden carriage broke 
loudly upon the stillness of the night as we drove up to 
the door. No other sound was audible, and not a light 
visible in the silent house. Those within had evident- 
ly given up watching for us, except in their dreams, I 
rang the bell loudly, and my brother-in-law shouted be- 
neath the windows. In an instant an answering cry 
of joy echoed from within, and we heard the pattering 
of nude feet, and the sound of a loved voice, that called 
out, " "Wake up 1 wake up ! They have come ! " The 
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key turned rapidly in the lock — the door flew open — 
clasping arms were about me — and a heart beat strong- 
ly against mine — in the dark I oould not tell whose ; 
but I knew it was that of a sister. AVo were both mute 
from joy, so that I could not recognize her from her 
voice. Other arms received me as hers were loosened ; 
and I could only say, " Who is it ? Is it Emmie? la it 
May? Isit jou,JuIe?" My hrother-in-law sought for 
his wife in the dark,.and accidentalSy greeted one of the 
Bisters in her place, which caused great merriment. By 
some accident there was not a light in the whole house, 
and in the confusion no matches could be found. For- 
tunately the travelling satchel which I carried on my 
arm contained a small box of wax tapers used for seal- 
ing letters. With these we struck a light, and made 
visible the group of white-robed figures that now con- 
ducted me to our father's chamber. He had been 
roused by the unexpected uproar, and began to divine 
its meaning. There was joy enough in that meeting to 
make amends for all past soriowa From that hour the 
" shadows, and eclipses, and d-uk tidi,= began to roll 
from my spirit. 

Afier the first greeting — the fir t hurnel ques 
tions and answers, — sisters who hid betome m thers 
during my absence, lifted ro y "lumbtrenj from their 
cribs and trundle beds to exhibit them ^ith fond pnde 
And my fatlier bade nie Ic ok at the two little uiatera 
born after I left — specimens of mtintine loveliness 
which it would have been difficult not !o admire 

I have not before mentioned that tno jears after we 
lost our mother (which sad event took placenhcn IwdS 
Bixteen) our father was uni(«d to Miss Julia Fairlie, of 
New York, daughter of Major James Fairlie, a distm- 
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And girdled her " 

witl love. She contiibuted four most sweet additions 
to our already exlensive sisterhood. At the period of 
my return, the youngest, oni- " last rose of summer," 
as we nicknamed her, was little more than a year old ; 
the next in age was three years. 

There was very little sleep in my father's house that 
night ; but there was a great deal of what was better 
and more refreshing, even to the wornout travellers. 

Tliough we used to say tliat the paternal mansion had 
the India rubber capacity of the paternal heart, expand- 
ing to give each new comer a welcome place, my father's 
house eould not quite accommodate all his numerous 
children and the shoots from their branches. One sis- 
ter was obliged to sleep at a hotel near. She had not 
heard of our arrival. Early the next morning my 
sisters and I went io see her. Since we paited she had 
worn bridal flowers and clasped an infant to her heart. 
"When we approached her lodgings she was just leaving 
the house with her bright-eyed baby in her arms. As 
I ran towards her, in advance of the others, she did not 
recognize me, but started when I spoke, exclaiming, 
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in tbe drawing room, I bad never beheld such an assem- 
blage of beautiful iafant faees ? 

It was live years since tbe sisters had all been 
gathei'cd from their scattered homes in the general 
home — for all who had reached womanhood had also 
entered wifi:hood. "We sat down at ray father's table, 
ten daughters and two sons — two were at a distance. 
Two of either ses were in the spirit land, Tbe ohris- 
l«ning of the little Florence and Virginia, our youngest 
sisters, look place shortly after my arrival. And niy 
father, when be walked into the village church at 
Eavenswood, where the ceremony was performed, was 
followed by twenty-two of his own descendants. 

I only left New Tork for a brief visit to Greenfield 
Hill, to see ray young chaises, the little Greys. I 
found them fulliUiiig my hopes and exceeding my 
expectations. 

On the 19th of August, 1851, 1 commenced my pi-o- 
fessional engagements at Niblo'a Theatre. Tbe audi- 
ence at Niblo's is, in a measure, composed of that portion 
of the community who are lovers of the drama, yet do 
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not frequent theatres — I should say fhcalrps wbera 
certain abuses are countenanced. It is an audience 
distinguisbed for purity of taste, though not versed in 
conventional criticism. There is no craving after un- 
natural escitement — nothing Uase about them — but a 
freshness and enthusiasm, and a keen sense of enjoy- 
ment, to which it is a di?light to minister. The theatre 
itself was built during my absence, and is a very mag- 
uificpnt one. 

The tlieatre-going public are too familiar with the 
eircu'mslances which attended my d4iul after my long 
sojourn In a foreign land for me to dwell upon the 
hearty welfome bestowed by my countrymen, the 
thronged houses with which they honored me through 
the whole of my engagement, and the oversowing bene- 
fit nith which it concluded. 

At this period I fixed a time ia my own mind when 
1 would retire from the profession. But until that 
epoch arrived, I determined, by close application to the 
study of my art, to win the highest distinction to which 
my abilities, in their full cultivation, would entitle me. 

Acting is not a mailer of mere intuition. The 
power of conception comes long, long before the fac- 
ulty of executing with thorougli success — - a success 
which satisfies the true artist himself, and is not meas- 
ured by the amount of applause he wins — applause 
which may be dealt out by judicious or injudicious 
hands — which may ofiener bo called down by " a trick 
of the stage" than by a delicately beautiful concep- 

The young actor who supposes that, alone and un- 
guided by the maturer judgment of one who can show 
him to himself by refleclion as in a glass, — as " others 
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see bim," and as no man sees hla own image, — he can 
arrive at t!ie highest degree of excellence, commits a 
great error. The art of interpreting " the mighty mas- 
ters " correclly and imbodying their conceptions forcibly, 
faithfully, d U d — 

progressi ■m man as d 

the study f P '' 

most ditli 

Itisr JRad tea* 

Hamlet hundreds ol iimea, he refused to attend a dinner 
party, composed of the friends whom he moat delighted 
to meet, because the role of the Dane required more 
study, new reflections, fresh analysis. The studies of 
Mrs. SiddoJis never ceased. It is narrated of Made- 
moiselle Mars, that when a friend commented upon her 
admirable personation of Juliet at sixty, she replied, 
"Sifavats ma jeunesse,je n'aurais pas mon talent." 
Through studies not relinquished at sixty years of age 
she had attained her dramatic perfection. 

Before I left England, a conversation with Mr. 
Planch^, tlie distiaguished playwright, Hi-st impressed 
upon my luiDd the importance, to the dramatic artist, 
of incessant application. He took a friendly interest 
in my successes. His words were, " You must not think 
that because you have made this London hit, and have 
reached your present position in so wonderfully short a 
time, that you have nothing more to learn. Tou will 
not abandon your studies ? You are not vain enough 
to suppose that you would not be benefited by reading 
daily with some old actor who has made tjie stage the 
study of years, and has discovered how difficult it is to 
convey to an audience that which it is easy to conceive 
ia the closet ? " 
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I answered what I thought; and the answer pleased 
him. lln counselled me to read with a celebrated 
English eiociitioniit, who had once been an aclor, to 
compare opinions with him, especially as regarded 
Shaicspearian characters, and then to form my own per- 
sonations neither on his nor any model. I forget this 
gentleman's name. It was one witii which I was not 
familiar. I attempted to follow Mr. P!anch4's advice ; 
but the elocutionist whom he recommended chanced lo 
be seriously ill. Mr. Planchfe then suggested my read- 
ing with Hisa Kelly, who had retired from the stage. 
I wa.s on the eve of entering into an engagement with 
this eminent lady when my own indiapositiou prevented. 
I mentally stored up Mr. Planch^'s remarks, and 
determined to act upon hia advice whenever occasion 
offered ■ for I deeply felt my own responsibilities as an 
a t t I left England, however, without carrying my 

nt nl nto execution. On my return to America, 

1 I po d -ring over the counsels I had received from 

1 h a urce, I remembered my former friend, Pro- 

f H 's, of Columbia College. Of his critical 

a hi eloculionaiy powers, his talents for analyz- 

d c creations, there could be no question. He 

1 ad m de he imbodiment of language — the uttering 

f d as to make them express their meaning by 
tl e y ne used — the study of a long life. His 
fi t mp sions of acting were received from the unap- 
proachable Siddons, the finished and classic Kemble, 
fjie matchless O'Nell, the elder Kean, and the host of 
actors of the old school, their contemporaries, besides 
their whole galaxy of gifted successors. Such a man 
had surely been educated in a school of experiences 
that gave his opinions and judgment high claim to re- 



Hostedbv Google 



PROFESSOR nOWS. OM 

spect, I knew also (iat ho possessed a peculiar faculty 
of transmitting Ilia knowledge; and this is, of itself, 
an especial talent. 

Before I was half through my engagement at Niblo's, 
T arranged to read and discuss my favorite dramatic 
personations with Professor Hows regularly every Jay. 
I derived equal benefit and delight from this occupation, 
I found my own perepjilions quickened by his ; the close 
analysis of poetic creations called unseen beauties to 
light, and brought out harmonious elements that eluded 
more hasty scrutinj. Sometimes we spent three or 
four hours in the morning dissecting a single play. At 
night I te'ited the coi-rectness of his judgment by the 
effect produced upon the audience. 

Henceforward, whenever I \isited New York, even 
sometimes when I was pa-ssing through on my way to 
oilier cities, and could spare but a couple of days, I 
resumed my studies, and found that, for Ike time thus 
devoted, I was repaid tenfold. 

My second appearance in America was at the Howard 
Athenaeum, in Boston, the same theatre in which I bade 
farewell a few days before I sailed for Europe. The 
engagement was a long and brilliant one. 1 next acted 
in Providence, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Cincinnati, St. 
Louis. These engagements occupied every night up to 
the 10th of December. 

I had promised to return to Philadelphia by Christ- 
mas. My father and all the membci-s of our home 
circle within reach were to assemble beneath the roof 

of our brother-in-law, Mr., M e. Invitations had 

been issued for a ball, to be given on the 30th ; and on 
that occasion my sisters were to enact Gulzara, or the 
Persian Slave, the little drama of Melrose memory, 
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written in my girlhood. It had been represented during 
my absence at the residence of one of our sisters in 
Brookline, near Boston. I had consented to act as stage 
manager in Philadelphia in " getting up " the play, and 
directing the coatumes, &c., though I would perform no 
part. The grave realities of my professional life made 
me unwilling to act in private for amusement. 

In St. Louis I was strongly urged fo accept a reen- 
gageraent ; but the impossibility of reaching Philadel- 
phia in time, if I extended my stay, compelled me to 
decline. Before my engagement drew to a close I 
received a letter from his honor J. M. Kenneth, mayor 
of the city, requesting, in the name of the citizens of 
Si. Louis, that I would remain to receive a compliment- 
ary benefit. The flattering terms in which the letter 
was couched rendered the temptation to accept the invi- 
tation no inconsiderable one. But the remembrance of 
the family assemblage who awaited my coming in 
Philadelphia, and the Christmas festivities with which 
my absence would interfere, prevented my altering my 
original resolution. The complimentary benefit offered 
by the mayor was, consequently, declined. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

WaUiitgoflheSleamboai Robert Bogefs to ialie us onboard. — Slari- 
ingai Midaight. — Sudden Freesitigof the Oliv> Biver. — CitUitig 
thraagh the Ice. — TAe Boaifrraen in, — A tryiitg Predicament. — 
Cortiiersation aith the old Pilot. — 3Xe Itaiatic Sisters. — Untx- 
pKted Eeeorli. — Female Irtflaenee over a Backicoodsman. — Joar- 
ney inanOj; Cart. — ArrinU at Evaivmille. — Cotoiesi/ (fa BaJ- 
(ijniDiBoB. — Indiana Boads. — White Bicer. — Vroasing the par- 
iiallyfrosen Riaeron Fool, bg SlarligM. — Vincentiea. — Midnight 

Travelling on f^iot through the Snour. — Mi^r R 'a Joke. — 

Terre Haute, — A Stage teUcted through FreaetOimeni. — OterttirH 
Iff the other Stage. — Serioia Accidents. — An aged Cot^thrmcn 
over a Preeipice. — ^ The Utile Child. — ' Dayton. — Xsma. — Uleeo- 
land. — AJBaiice. — Salem. — Palestine. — Prorerhial American 
Oallanlry, — Pittiburg. — Chrittmo) Day. — A Christmas Fall. 
— AUeghany Mountains. — Descendinff inclined Planes, — Out- 
sUiis of Philadelphia, — Snoutiound. ~ The Sisters. — Ajoyflil 



The season was the moat 'fcverelj cold that hid heen 
known for many jearg "We had great tiais of being 
"snowed up" somewhere on our waj The journey 
from St. Louis to Phihdelphia is often acLoraphshed m 
six or seven days Any detention on the load would 
interfere with the objett of my rapid triieOing — the 
assumption of amateur manigenal i e'iponsihilities for 
the New Year's felt The steamboat Robert Rogers 
was to leave St. Louis on the afternoon of the 10th. 
December. A message to the courteous captain,, delayed 
the departure of the boat until night, when my duties at 
the theatre would be over. I was obliged to appear in 
25 <^J 
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two plays that evening ; and though we hurried off with- 
out my even making a complete change of attire, it waa 
midnight before we reached the landing. The boat 
started as soon as we came on board, greatly to the 
satisfaction of the impatient passengers. 

1 Lad been wearied out with nightly personations, 
and for two days luxuriated in a delightful rest, im- 
prisoned in the narrow little state room, which I never 
left. The companionship of books and pleasant rev- 
eries was a refreshment that can only be appreciated 
by those who have themselves undergone an amount of 
physical and mental exertion which ended in complete 
exhaustion. On the third morning I was roused from 
a half-waking dream by Mrs. Benshaw's sudden excla- 
mation of " Good gracious 1 The river is one sheet 
of ice ! " 

I sprang up in alarm, and looked out. Tlie river 
resembled a huge mirror, upon which some gazer had 
breathed and left a haze over the polished glass. The 
shores, on either side, were banks of snow drifted into 
fantastical shapes.- The sunhght reflected on their daz- 
zling whiteness almost deprived one of vision. Our 
boat was cutting bravely through the ice, and still pro- 
gressed with rapidity. We had just entered tlie Ohio 
Eiver from the Mississippi. 1 forsook my state room 
for the wheel house, and passed the rest of that day 
watching the ice as it grew more and more solid, and 
tormenting the pilots with useless questions. Tliey per- 
ceived my restless anxiety, and gave me the comforting 
assurance that there would soon come a thaw ; that we 
had a good boat, and ice must be pretty deep that we 
could not make our way through, &c. 

The next morning, when I woke, the boat was moving 
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very slowly, with a pushing, jerking, striking-out mo- 
tion, as though step by step tho steam king were bat- 
tling every in;h of the way with the frost king, and 
had grown weary in the fight. I went to the wheel 
house agaia. The old pilot shook his head at my first 
question, and I stood beside him silently watching — 
watching in almost breathless anxiety, as the ice grew 
thicker and thicker, and more and more closely dosed 
around us. The boat made her way slower and slower, 
and suddenly stopped. "Wo were frozen in ! 

" 0, what shall we do ? " I asked of the discouraged 
old man, as he let go of the helm. " How long may we 
have to alay here ? " 

" Well, I'm right sorry for you, I am ; but Via thinking 
the boat may just have to lie here perhaps three weeks, 
perhaps a month — there's no telling; the ice is many 
a good foot deep, or we'd have made some headway 
through it." , 

" Won't it perhaps thaw soon ? " 

"Well, it don't look inclined." 

"What's that place on the shore where I see a 
house ? " 

"That's a little spot they call West Franklin." 

" Are there no stages that start from there ? " 

" Stages ! I don't believe they've got any thing better 
than a cart in the whole place. This is Indiana Slate. 
EvansvIUe is the nearest town from which stages start. 
But stages would be no good to the like of you. You 
couldn't travel over these backwoods roads in stages — 
and at this time of the year ! Why, no woman could 
do it, unless it was an Indian squaw. Tiio stages are 
sure of being spilled every few miles — dead certain! 
You don't know what's to be gone through; never think 
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of trusting yourself in them stages, if you know when 
you are well off." 

" But will nobody leave the boat for weeks to come ? " 

" Some of ihe men will, in course. If they have to 
walk for it, they'll get on." 

Then I'll "get on" too. I thought to myself, and 
returned to my state room to consult with my faithful 
attendant. She had never f.een a frozen river, and I 
found her gazing in bewildered admiration at the glit- 
tering chains of ice that encircled us. There was such 
a fascination in the sight that she could hardly lament 
over our trying predicament. 

What was to be done? "We were not acquainted 
with a single pai^enger on board. The captain was in a 
state approaching despair at the heavy looses he would 
sustain. He gave us the sympathy which he needed 
bimaelf, but had no advice to offer, except that we should 
remain quietly on board until " there came a thaw." 

Among tlie passengers there were two young lunatic 
sisters. One of Ihem talked, shrieked, or sang from 
morning until night, and almost infected those around 
her with frenzy. They were under the care of a 
keeper, IV ho was taking them to an asylum. Remain 
on board with these sounds in our ears — this mournful 
sight daily before our eyes for weeks ! The prospect 
seemed unei^durable. Besides, what would the expect- 
ant ones in Phikdelphia do without their stage director 
and costumer? The play of Hamlet with the part of 
Hamlet omitted ; for the ball and private performance 
were principally in honor of my return to America. 
These would have to go on while we were gazing at our 
ice manacles in our frozen prison on the Ohio. 

Another boat had been frozen in near ours. From 
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that boat came two gentlemen, who sent their cards to 

me. The older, Major R , of Philadelphia, had 

been presented some six years before. I had seen him 
but once. He was the father of a family. The younger, 

Mr, N , of New York, was acquainted with one of 

my sisters. They seemed to me Heaven-sent for our 
rescue and protection. They offered to serve us in any 
way in their power. I informed them of my determina- 
tion to reach Philadelphia by a certain day, if it was 
possible; almost if it was I'm/iossiiie. Finding that they 
could not dissuade me from the seemingly mad attempt, 
they proposed to become our escorts. Their offer waa 
accepted witli undisguised pleasure. 

" If I can get your baggage taken hy some eart to the 
next town, can you walk?" asked Mr. N . 

I promptly answered in tlie affirmative. 

" Can you walk eight miles ? " 

"Eight miles ! Yes,-to be sure." 

I would have walked fifty, or have undertaken to do 
so, to have been put in the way of completing my jour- 
ney in the desired lime. Fortunately I was in vigorous 
health, and not easily daunted by the prospect of ex- 
posure and fatigue. 

Several gentlemen were just going on shore to secure 
any conveyance that could he found. It was very prob- 
able that there was not more than one in the plaee. As 
they landed from the ice, they all started to run ; the 
first one that reached the house might possibly be the 

only one who would be accommodated. Mr. N 

and another gentleman outstripped the others, and kept 
side by side ; but the former outwitted his nimbJe-footed 
companion, by shouting out, as they approached the 
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dwelling and perceived its owner, " I engage whatever 
conveyance jou liave got." 

Mr, N brought us word that the '■ on!y convey- 
ance " was an ox cart! It could carry us and our 
baggage also; but the man was a true westerner, an 
independent sort of individual, and could not be per- 
suaded to start that day. He declared that he could 
not get ready before the morrow. 

A day's delay was a senous circumstance in such a 
journey as we were undertaking. 

" Will you come with me and use your influence ? " 
said Mr. N . 

I consented without hesitation. "We walked through 
the uncleared underbrush and through deep snow to the 
man's log cabin. His sickly-looking wife sat by the Are, 
busied with the care of three pretty children. I knew 
the surest avenue (the swifl railroad route) to the heart 
of the " head of a family," and talked to the wife and the 
little ones, and made them comprehend that a certain 
ox cart must be got ready that very day. The owner 
of the log house came in, and before he went out I had 
been successful in my mission, and the cart was prom- 
ised. It would be ready in an hour, he said ; and it 
should have a line pair of strong, lively horses, instead 
of oxen. We might start at once. 

The backwoodsman kept his word. At the appointed 
time the ox cart stood ready on the steep, snow-covered 
bank of the river. The trunks were tossed (that is the 
only word to use) in. It was a piercingly cold day, and 
we obtained (he captain's permission to take the cotton- 
wool " comforters " from our berths for additional pro- 
tection. There were no seats. I curled my.sclf up on 
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the floor of the ca t some followed my es'^mple ; some 
sat upon the Irunks Th f tl p ty hnd just nes- 
tled in their pla wh n th h k fright and 
started off. For n t tl waa a, great 
chance of our hei d h d t p the abrupt 
declivity that form d 1 d f th ad. Major 

B caught the h 1 ad a d h y ero stopped 

and quieted. Th n f tl w f, n h n got in, the 
major followed, and d ff m yp rty; for we 

were released from icy captivity, and our faces were. 
turned towards home. The cold was so intense that my 
breath froze upon the handkerchief which I held to my 
lips, and rendered it perfectly stiff. By and by we spied 
out a bam, aad.slopped to supply our ox cart with hay 
for softer seats. Every once in a while, where the road 
was very uneven, one of the piled-up trunks would be 
precipitated forward and strike us on the shoulders. 
The major, in his military capacity, had a constant 
engagement with our baggage, to protect us against the 
assaults of these enemies. Mrs. Eenshaw was so vio- 
lently .struck in the forehead and eye that she bore & 
black remembrancer of the " dangers she had passed " 
for many weeks. 

We reached Evansville (which proved to be twelve 
miles from West Franklin instead of eight) in the 
evening. Stages were to start the next morning for 
Vincennes ; but every place was taken. Here was an- 
other difficulty, and it seemed an insuperable one, inas- 
much as any person who would venture on so perilous 
a journey must have as strong reasons for making his 

■way onward as we had. Mr. C d, of Baltimore, 

who had engaged three places, (I never knew a Balti- 
morean yet who was not a pattern of courtesy,) hearing 
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of our disappointment, instantly resigned them to us, 
and hunted out and engaged a small open wagoa, in 
which he proposed to drive the major. 

Our gigantic baggage occasioned the next difficulty. 
No sum of money that we could offer — and we did 
offer some very extravagant amount-— could induce the 
drivers to take it all upon the stage coach. We had to 
select out the trunks that were indispensable, and left 
the rest — not to see them again for months. 

We started at daylight in the morning — such a bitter, 
cold morning I — for Vinccnnes. The roads were so 
rough that they seemed to he composed of huge logs 
placed a couple of feet apart ; and our mode of progres- 
sion was a sudden rising up of the stage, pitching every 
one backward; then a sudden ducking down of the 
wheels, throwing the passengers forwards, after having 
sent them up until many a head made the acquaintance 
of the roof of the vehicle. Then the coach would sway 
from side to side, until it appeared impossible that it 
should not upsel, unless it had the faculty of maintain- 
ing its equilibrium belonging to an acrobat. Then it 
would drop down into a deep rut and be fastened there 
for some minutes. After much fierce struggling of the 
horses it jolted out again, tossing about every thing 
and every body inside as though we had been a set of 
jackstraws in a child's hand. 

We reached White River just as the sun was going 
down and the stars were stealing out in the sky. What 
an imposing and solemnly beautiful sight that ice-clad 
river presented ! You might have fancied the colossal 
trees that lined the banks were groups of forest giants, 
and the branches outspread skeleton arms covered with 
snow drapery, and the crystalline pendants fingers. 
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They seemed fo be keeping a deathwatch over the 
white- shrouded earth — ivhich wore a glassy, corpse-like 
amile, suiting the face of Nature on her bier. It was an 
interlunar period. The stars looked down from their 
azure thrones through a tissue of silver mist that spread 
itself over the heavens. Not a sound broke the deep 
silence, and we all stood gazing with hushed voices. I 
would have taken our perilous journey — thus far — 
merely to have beheld that awe-inspiring, winter picture. 

A steamboat had sunk in that river a few days be- 
fore. It was now thickly frozen over — the ferry 
boat immovable in the ice — the feriyman ill. There 
was no house on that side of the stream — no shelter 
of any kind. To cross the ice on foot, while the gentle- 
men carried over our baggage, was the only alternative. 
In the centre of the river ran a line of unfrozen water. 
That was dangerous. It could only be avoided by 
walking some distance on the edge of the frozen stream, 
until we came to a narrow bridge of ice, through that 
centre current, firm enough to bear «s. Every now 
and then there was a suspicious, crackling sound beneath 
our feet, as though the ice were suddenly giving way ; 
and we stepped lightly and cautiously, and at times 
tremblingly, when that warning noise fell on our ears. 
But the strange beauty of the scene almost beguiled us 
of terror. 

There were stages waiting for us ou the other side, 
and we reached Vincennes at eleven o'clock. "What a 
delicious sleep I had that nigjit I But it was of short 
duration — for we had to be up and dressed by daylight. 
We wore packed closely in the stage coaches again, — 
so closely that almost ail limbs were cramped im 
bly, — and started for Tcrre Haute. The roads v 
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worse than ever, and we made up our minds to the 
neeessily of encountering an upset. Towards evening 
one of the gentlemen informed its that our driver, "while 
watering his horses' mouths," had been sympathetically 
seized with a sudden thirst, and, in consequence, could 
not now be trusted in the hox without a companion. 
' ua ' n became more perilous than ever. The 
r id a b t just visible in the stai-light About mid- 
n h age suddenly sank into a deep gully. The 

j,en m n were all obliged to descend and assist in 
ng position, by means of rails taken from the 
n a f e. With great difficulty the lumbering con- 
veyance was once more elevated. 

Major E made a goodjoke on the occasion. lie 

hadbeen in the habit of writing articles on the theatre — 
its uses, abuses, &c. ; and turning to me, he remarked, 
" I have been trymg for years past to elevate ike stage ; 
and I have just succeeded, with you upon it ! " 

A little farther on the road grew so dangerous that 
to remain inside of the coach would have been fool- 
hardy. We all alighted and walked through the snow, 
sometimes ankle-deep, sometimes knee-deep, for a Ion" 
distance. I was wrapped m an odd vaiiely of protect- 
ing garments — shawl, cloak, coat, blanket ; but they 
were not proof against the " icy fang and churlish 
chiding of the winter's wind," for I felt as if suddenly 
deprived of nose and ears, and the air seemed to 
turn to thin ice between my lips — yet we trudged 
merrily onward. 

We reached Terre Haute at four in the morning, 
and started at six for Indianapolis, arriving late in the 
evening without accident. 

At daylight we were to start for Xenia. Two stages 
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were preparing to leave at the same time. I was stand- 
ing at the door when the drivers commenced shouldering 
the baggage. Yielding to an impulse which I did not 
comprehend, aad which appeared to me simply a whim, 
I said to one of the men, "Put my baggage upon that 
coaeh ; I am going in that ; " pointing out tiie second 
coach. 

There was not the slightest obvious difference in tlie 
coaches; yet I strongly preferred one to the other. 

" Why not go in the first coach ? " asked one of our 
escorts, remonatratingly ; " we shall get on faster." 

"I don't know why — I fancy this one," was my 
reasonless answer. I could give no better. 

The first stage kept on a few paces ahead of us for 
some hours. We were traversing a very nai'row road, 
and came to a place where on one side of the high 
bank wag a frozen river, and on the other side a preci- 
pice of thirty feel. An aged man was driving his wife 
in a cart from the opposite direction. The driver of 
tli3 first coach, in making a careless and violent attempt 
to pass liim hastily, brought the two conveyances in col- 
lision. The cart with the venerable couple was thrown 
off the precipice — the stage upset over the bank into 
the frozen river! 

Our coach immediately stopped, and the passengers 
ran to the assistance of the unfortunates. It was a 
fearful sight to behold that poor old man lifted up, ap- 
parently in a dying state. His wife, too, was much 
injured, if we might judge from her groans and lamen- 
tations as she was carried up the bank. The driver of 
the coach had his skull fractured, and w^as borne to a 
cottage near. Happily, there were no women in the 
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coach, — indeed, we met none in our trhole journey, — 
but there was a little girl about three years old. She 
had not received even a bruise. The liaidest natures 
preseut inyoluntarilj- softeaed, when, as her frightened 
father ciiught her up, she looked with sweet serenity in 
his face, and said, " Father, I'm not hurt !" 

He was a widower ; and, as he clasped her tightly 
in his arms, he murmured, "Thank Heaven! for I 
couldn't have helped committing murder if you had 
been ! " 

It seemed strange tliat, without a conscious reason, I 
had refused to enter the very coach that met this acd- 

None of the passengers were seriously injured. 
Tliey mounted upon our already heaviiy-laden vehicle ; 
and, travelling at a snail's pace, we rexiched Dayton at 
night. Soon after sunrise we started for Xenia, and 
from fience for Cleveland, whoi-e we arrived that night 
In the morning we exchanged our jolting stage coaches 
for the railway cars, which took us to Alliance by two 
o'clock. But at Salem we had to encounter the perils 
of staging again, as the only means of progression. 
We reached PalesUne late at night, and with great 
difficulty found shelter. We were indebted for it at 
last to lliat prompt gallantry, characteristic of Ameri- 
cans, which induced gentlemen already provided with 
lodgings to surrender them for our accommodation. 
Every place of refuge was thronged with travellers, 
who, like ourselves, had been snowbound, on rivers or 
railroads. 

The next day we left Palestine by railroad, and reached 
Pittsburg at night. The morning after was Christmas. 
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"We started from Pittsburg at half past six, — <^ by 
railroad, — but at half past seven we had oral 
resort to stage coaches. There was many a b tif 1 
Christmas dinner eaten that day in our land f b n 
dance ; b«t our party, after an early and burr d b k 
fast, tasted no food again until eleven o'clock tn ht — 
a Christmas fast instead of a Chrisfmas feaat ! Often, 
on our journey, we had partaken of but one rapid meal 
durmg the day. Sometimes we contented ourselves 
with frozen cheese, and biscuits that were not frozen 
fflily because they eould not freeze. These were the 
nearest approaches to dainties that could be purchased 
on the road They were pihtible enough — for nour- 
ishment like all things el=e, has its fictitious ^ aJue given 
by circnmst'Uices The sharp \vc and the long journey 
imparted to our trozen checoP and atony bi^-cu t'* a 
delicious rchbli 

At four ocloi"k we agnin enf red ipon the nilioad 
and made the descent of the nine (I think there are 
nine) inclined planes which penlou fe^t wis not ac 
complished until eleven at night The sun waa =elling 
gloriously as we started, and rendered those Alleghany 
Mountains, in their glittering snow garments, almost as 
grandly beautiful as in their lovely spring or gorgeous 
autumn vesture. I had seen them in all three attires. 

We travelled all Christmas night and all the next 
day, and about nine o'clock on the evening of the 26th 
reached the outskirts of Pliiladelphia, just entered the 
suburbs, and then were slopped 1 The train could not 
approach the station ; embankments of snow had rendered 
the roads thoroughly impassable. 

During our journey of seventeen days I had con- 
stantly telegraphed my brother-in-law of the progress 
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we made Ihe bou d fa hat the anxious 

hearts a rabl d b tl his f m ght be relieved. 
The d paf 1 s took nearly a Ion a. we did on their 
route an 1 -om n t ne for the fete was almost 

despa ed of 

^e a daln^n the mmo able trmn as my im- 
patient spirit could endure. The care had stopped not 
more than a mile from my brother-in-law's house, which 
was situated in the upper part of the city. No sort of 
conveyance could be procured. I proposed that we 
should leave the train and walk. We bad^ adieu to the 
elder of our escorts, who had become quite ill from fa- 
tigue, and, under the protection of the younger, we once 
more made our way through the snow on foot. The 
sheets of ice that covered the streets made pedestrianlsm 
tolerably dangerous ; b t 1 ■\ h d f h-is d 

thick woollen stocking ( h u d by m 

&c) and drawn them loe ani rsh 

and they prevented ou 1 pp 

At last the liospitabi m 1 1 1 id h 

my mind like a far-off bea 1 ! tl 1 j y 

and been seen in pv y d m th t t d y 
slumbers, was in sigh A y g 1 t tl d 

none of the household h Imd f 1 

to the astonished servant who answered the summons, 
and opened tlie door of the drawing room myself. The 
sisters were sitting around a table at the farther end of 
the lai-ge, brilliantly illuminated apartment. My father 
and brothers-in-law had gone to the station in hope of 
our arrival. The group of heads, bended over flying 
needles, were not lifted at Ihe quiet opening of the door ; 
but at the joyful " Huzza! huzza ! " to which I gave 
utterance, what a sudden turning towards us was there 
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of glad faces — what springing from seats — what rush- 
ings to the door where we stood — what floods of 
questions — what greetings of delight ! 

It wanted but three days of the ball. Invitations 
had been issued some time previoua, and enclosed with- 
in these was the programme of 

■' GULZARA, 

THE PERSIAN SLAVE; 



ANNA CORA MOWATT. 

What preparations had yet to he made ! — prepara- 
ions to which the exhausted travellers just arrived 
rera indispensable. 
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Retnapection. — The New Tear's Ffte in Philadelphia. ~ Gulmra, 
or the Periian Slase. — Xts ^rsl Production at Melrose, and the 
presetil R^s-eseRUaion.~ My Father. — JJe acting of Jive Sii- 
fara. — Changes. — Dr. M—Wa critical Opttaon of (hdiara's 
amatsur B^reaentaiive. — Richmond. — Snotebomid again. — A 
Sepetition of Western Experteneee. — Baltimore. — Providence. — 
Boston. — Long Engoffemeiit. — Attocii qf BronchitiB. — Exctirdon 
on Horaeiaclc. — A aeriotis Accident. — AHendittg Circiaastances. — 
Untimehj telegraphic Despalchee. — Itineai. — Letterfrmnthe May- 
or and tarioua distinfftUahed Cfitixens. — Complimeniarg Benefit. — 
2Se Welcotae. — Irrepressible Emotion. — Parihatia. — Wrealh 
of natural Floicers woven on the Stage. — Selngagemeiii in Boa- 
ton, Cincinnati, and Louiamlle. — Funenil of Henry Clog. — Em- 
blematical ftmeral Decorations. — Opening of the Metropolitan 
JTteatre in Buffalo. — iBougaral Addresa. — An Architect' i Attack 
of Stage Fright. — The Prevalence of Bronchiiia amongst Actors 
ludicrouslg exhibited at Rehearsal. — Broadaag Theatre. — A 
painful Engagement. — Baltimore. — Preienlation of a Faton. — 

A Star of Ftotcera. — Retiint to Boston SovtAcm Tour. — 

Washington. — Richmond. — Mobile. — Neic Orleans. — Produc- 
tion of Fashion in Neui Orleans. — III Effecta of the Climate. 

What sad mutations, wliat strange events, had thrown 
their deep shadows over an existence which had re- 
flected nothing but sunshine, when I wrote that little 
drama jn Paris, for the gratification of my own tastes 
— when my young sisters and I performed it at Melrose 
for the amusement of our friends ! Well was it that no 
prophetic visions presaged tlie future that awaited me ! 
And yet, to that future career, the production and per- 
formance of lliis very play formed a first, easy step of 

(4M) 
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preparation, unknown, unconscious, yet distinctly ordered 
preparation ! 

The stage appointments of Gulzara, as represented 
in Philadelpliia, at the mansion of my hrother-in-law, 
were even more unic[ue than ours had heen at Melrose. 
Our scenery for the Melrose representation had been 
painted in Paiis ; and yet it could scarcely compare, in 
tasteful execution, with the counterfeit presentment of 
groves and gardens which came from the hands of the 
scenic artist of tie Chestnut Street Theatre, whom my 
brother-in-law employed. The scenes were delineated 
with a finished delicacy which challenged the moat 
minate inspection. Oa the drop curtain was admirably 
depicted a romantic view of scenery on the Rhine. The 
stage accessories were richer than they could have been 
in any public theatre ; the costuming was strictly correct, 
and as graceful as it could well be f lahioned 

Againour father sit in the centre of the asaembled 
guests to witness the peiformmce of his children In 
him, how little outward change waa urought by the 
years that had flitted lightly over his head since he first 
smiled approval upon the little duma at Melrose! 
"With the few added snows upon his brow, no vigor had 
been taken away. His winter, in its evergreen blossom- 
ing, was too kindly for frost, and youth had left behind 
the radiant halo of a freah and buoyant spirit. By his 
side sat, as before, our gentle second mother, whose 
children were now most valuable additions to our do- 
mestic dramatic corps. 

Again the curtain rose upon Zulieka, and Fatima 

reclining at her feet The Zulieka wis the same as on 

the play's first representation, but the lister May, then 

just budding into girlhood, wa= now a wife and mother. 

26 
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In her acting there was more inlensity aad reality than 
formerly ; liut it had lost none of its unaffected sim- 
plicity. Falima was most sweetly personated by a dear 

Gulzara, which I had enacted in otlier days, was 
more powerfully imbodied by my sister Julia, then our 
little Am uralh. The precocious child, grown to woman- 
hood, presented one of the rare instances where the 
promise of a forward spring was fulfilled. Just as she 
passed the verge of childhood we had decked her as a. 
bride, and she was now a youthful wife and mother. 

The boy Amurath of to-night was our young sister 
Emily, the eldest of the four sisters given us by our 
second mother. Her Oriental countenance, which 
Heaven fomied amongst those things that need no 
praising, was even more suited to the Turkish boy than 
little Julia's had been. Emily was Julia's pupil, as 
Julia had been mine. The new Amurath acted with a 
naturalness and spirit which at least appi-oaehed the 
personation of her tutor. 

The simple part of Katinka was rendered by our 
little sister Grace (Emily's junior by two years) in a 
manner which her own name could best express. 

Our hostess, my sister Emma, was the dark-eyed 
Ayesha, and did her best to look excessively malignant 
and wicked in personating the indispensable villain of 
the plot — an element not easily omitted in the drama, 
■where the distinctions of light and shade are as essential 
as in a picture. But our Ayesha created a deeper 
impression ikrough her penitence than by her revenge- 
ful triumphs. Her tears drew fears more readily than 
her evidently fictitious anger excited sympathy. 

Could I assume the tone of the author-critic in re- 
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viewing Ihe performances of my sisters, and forget for 
the moment (what I should be most unwilling oflen to 
forget) ihe lie between us, I could give a more adequate 
description of their personations. Our very kinship 
throws a restraint over my commendation of what all 
commended, and prevents my dwelling upon gifts of 
mind and person which justice would force me to paint 
in glowing colors had the performers of Gulzarn been 
strangeri. But this I may say, that, as I watched (heir 
imbodiment of my youthful and imperfect creations, the 
discomforts and perils of the seventeen days' journey 
over frozen rivers and mountains of snow faded into 
insignificance. 

During the performance, I overheard Dr. M 11, 

of Philadelphia, a critic of indisputable taste, whisper 

to a friend, "If Mrs. S {my sister Julia) were on 

the stage, Mrs, Mowatt would have to look out for her 
laurels," 

Proud as I felt of my sister's talents, T could not 
repress a half shudder and a mental exclamation of 
thankfulness that the happy circumstances by which 
she was surrounded rendered no event more unlikely 
than a summons for her to " translate the stubbornness 
of fortune " to such a use. " Heaven shield her from 
the weariness and trials of the professional actress, and 
never let stage dust fall upon her young head, her 
fresh nature ! " was my fervent ejaculation. And I say 
this, though no one reveres the profession more than I 
do, or entertains stronger convictions that the vocation 
of the actor may be made to command respect — may 
be rendered honorable in the persons of the humblest 
as of the highest members of Ihe profession. 

The representation of Gulzara was succeeded by a 
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ball; and tlie occasion was one which many lipa have 
declared would not easily be forgotten. 

Soon after the New Year's fete the sisters again dis- 
persed, the others returned Ui their homes, and I 
resumed my professional duties. 

My first engagement this year was at Richmond, 
Virginia, The ill effects of our hazardous western 
journey, with its fatigues and manifold exposures to 
cold, now i-eadered themselves apparent. I almost 
entirely lost the use of my voice. But the engagement 
was an eminently prosperous one ; and I yielded to the 
entreaties of the managers, who hegged that I would 
not allow my increasing hoarseness to cause an inter- 
ruption. Tims was sown the seed of future bronchitis. 

In Eichmond we were again "snowed up" — tlie 
roads impassable — the rivers frozen. After a week'? 
detention we braved a repetition of our western experi- 
ences, and made the journey to Baltimore, partly in 
stage coaches, and partly in open sleighs. On this oc- 
casion, however, we were accompanied by a young 
nephew, who, having just arrived at the age of transition 
between youth and manhood, when the spirit of chivalry 
is newiy enkindled in the breast, proved the moat ener- 
getic and efficient of escorts. 

I had promised to revisit Boston and fulfil a long 
engagement, commencing early in February. It was a 
city to which I always gladly returned. On my way 
there I acted a week In Baltimore, and another in 
Providence. In Boston I performed for four successive 
weeks, in spite of the most painful hoarseness. It was 
a sad annoyance to find all high notes suddenly cut off, 
and to be forced to use sepulchral tones even in light 
comedy — imparting lo Eosalind and Beatrice raven- 
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like intonations not particularly hilarious. Though, to 
be sure, Rosalind, in her pedestrian journey to the forest 
of Arden, might have had her vocal chords injured by 
inclement weather; and Beatrice, eavesdropping in the 
bower, might have had her lungs affected at the same 
moment as her heart. I unwisely disregarded the per- 
suasions of my physician, Dr. C e, who recom- 
mended perfect rest. 

I had engaged to appear in New York the beginning 
of April, and only intended ia allow my voice a couple 
of weeks of repose. 

One afternoon, in the middle of March, I proposed to 
my sister May that we should visit Brookline on horser 
back. We were both exceedingly fond of equestrian 
exercise, and had not rode together since the bright 
days at Mehijse, when " Silk " and " Queen Mab " used 
to bear us over the level roads. She consented ; but 

my artist hrother-in-Iaw, Mr. T n, at whose house I 

was residing, chanced to be too unwell to accompany «3. 
We were attended by the master of the sCnhli-s from 
which our carriages were usually supplied. The horsea 
wo rode belonged to a riding school. A heavy snow, 
just melting, made the roads rather slippery. Neverthe- 
less, we enjoyed an invigoratingly delightful gallop to 
Brookline, paid a short visit to the sister who lived 
there, and were returning home in exuberant spirits. 
Passing up Tremont Eoad, just as we reached Boylston 
Street, the horses made a forcible attempt to turn the 
comer — the sti'eet led to their stable. My hoi-se had 
shied several times on the road, and evinced a tolerably 
unruly spirit. All three horses now began to prance 
and grow unmanageable. We could not force them on. 
Suddenly my horse plunged and reared. We were just 
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opposite the Wintiirop House, and a crowd had bj thia 
time assembled. Nobody interfered, as I appeared to 
be self-possessed, and capable of managing the fractious 
pony. He reared again and again, — the third time I 
could feel his feet sliding in the slippery mud, ■— lie lost 
his equilibrium, and fell backwards directly upon me. 
I remember the crushing sensation, the lightning-like 
thought, "I am killed!" and nothing after tliat until I 
found myself lying in a parlor, a dense crowd of faces 
bending over me, and around me a confusion of voices, 
and of feet running to and fro. I was just wondering 
whether I was in this world or in a better, wlien one 
pale, terrified face, pressed closer than the others, dis- 
pelled my doubts : it was niy sister's. I was incapable of 
moving or of speaking except with great difficulty ; but 
I had sufGcient presence of mind to say, " Send for Dr. 
C e," He was my physician, and a valued friend. 

It was somewhat singular that two physicians, Dra. 

E w and T d, chanced to be driving by at the 

moment the accident occurred, and witnessed the double 
fall. They immediately pi-offered their aid. 

My brother-in-law was quickly apprised of the mishap, 
with the supplementary information that I was probably 
killed. The news reporters deprived me of life in the 
most unceremonious manner. That very evening tele- 
graphic despatches flew over the country, some announ- 
cing that I was dangerously injured, some that I had 
departed this life. It was through these unexpected 
channels that the news reached the ears of my father 
and sisters. 

It seemed marvellous — so say the many who beheld 
the accident — that I was not instantly deprived of 
earthly existence. But I was only severely crushed, 
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and received a more troublesome tliaii dangerous injury 
in the left side — one which Touchslone objects to 
regarding as " legitimate sport for ladies." * I, speaking 
from experience, heartily agree with him, 

I retained perfect consciousness when I was carried 
through the streets upon a sofa, beside which walked 
the two physicians and my brother-in-law. I could 
hear the trampling feet of the crowd which every mo- 
ment swelled in number, and I distinguished the con- 
stant query of new comers, demanding, " Is she killed ? " 
"Is she quite dead?" and the answei-s, sometimes du- 
bious, sometimes inclining to the afRrmative. Once or 
twice I experienced a strong inclination to contradict 
my own departure from the body. 

Dr. C e soon arrived, and I was attended by him 

and Dr. T d. For six weeks I was confined to my 

room ; but in eight I had almost entirely recovered. 

My Boston friends addressed me the following letter, 
headed by his lionor the mayor of the city : — 

TO MRS. ANNA CORA MOWATT. 

Boston, May 13, 1852. 
Madam ; The undersigned, your friends, and friends 
of the drama, are desirous of offering to you a public 
expression of your services and your worth in the 
sphere of dramatic art. To be at once a writer of 
successful plays and a popular actress is to enjoy a dis- 
tinction which few can reach. But this is not aU that 

• Touchaionc. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the ladius 
have lost > 

Moraieur Le Beau, Why, this that I apeak of. 

rowAsiOBC. Thus men may grow wiser every diy; it is the first 
time that I ever heard breaking of ribs was sport tot ladies. ^Ai 
Toa Liie It, 
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can be said of you. Tou have not bought these honors 
with the puce of better things. Tou have moved with 
simple d]gmty along the slippery paths of praise and 
success "When we have seen you imbodying your 
own conceptions of tenderness and troth, we have felt 
that the chavm of your performance flowed from the 
fact that your words aad your voice were hut imperfect 
expressions of yourself. And now that you have lately 
stood on the edge of another life, we feel that we should 
welcome you back to ours with mo o 1 1 j, ^ 

and more earnest voices. 

The manager of the Howard A I n-eu n ha „ e 
onsly consented to place his liou e a he d ] o on ot 
your friends, for the purpose of g 
mentary benefit, if agreeable to your 
evening of next week as may s t y oi 

BEiSJAMIN SCAVEK, E. P 

SAMPSON REED, WM. 

JOHN P. OSES, JOHN 

GEO. B. HILl^ttD, 

HENRY W. LONGFELLOW, EDMUND A. GRArPAN, 

E. P. WHIPPLE, A. W. THAXTEK, Jb., 

HENCY T. PARKER, JNO. K HALL, 



u o.pl 
upon u h 



d h 1 tt th t m 1 b t 

1 let t b frim d I f 

th kf 1 tl t 1 1 

my prof d i 



t 






I 



nent peril a, source of rejoicing to minds whose " good 
report" was so intrinsically valuable, 

I returned an answer expressive of my grateful ac- 
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knowledgments, (that is, I attempted to express them, 
but very possibly failed,) and accepted the compli- 
mentary benefit. 

I requested permission to select the characler.of Par- 
thenia, in Mi's. Lovell's translation of Ingomar, This 
was one of my favorite imhodiments. There is an in- 
nate delicacy, an unconscious goodne&s, a depth of feel- 
ing, a high-toned sense of riglit pervading the poet's 
creation of Tarthenia iviiich I found irresistibly allrac- 
tive. Perhaps, too, I liked the play on account of its 
thorough exemphfication of woman's mysterious influ- 
ence over the sterner sex. 

Soraebody has laughingly called Ingomar a covert 
" woman's rights " drama. I fancy that few men 
would object to the very obvious right of woman to 
Parlhema^ze without seriously trenching upon their 
sphere of action. 

The complimentary benefit took pliice on the 21st 
day of May, 1352. It was one of tliose occasions wliich 
are written on the pages of life's record in golden letters. 
But when I stood upon the stage before that brilliant 
wowd, and lieard the welcome, — warmer, longer, more 
heart-emanating, and heart-slan'ing than it had ever 
been before, — my self-possession, for the second lime 
since I first trod tlie stage, wholly forsook me. I think 
there must have been something melting and overpower- 
ing in the atmosphere of that particular theatre ; for it 
was upon that stage, five years before, when I appeared 
for the last time previous to our sailing for Europe, that I 
was overcome by a similar ungovernable emotion. And 
those are the only two instances of irrepressible agita^ 
tion in my eight years of professional experience, I 
was heartily vexed with myself; but I suppose there 
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are monients in the lives of every one iviien the barrier 
of self-control is broken tlirough by genuine feeling. 

Mr. "Wiseman MarshnU * personated Ingomar, Dur- 
ing my previous engagements he had rendered the 
character very popular with the Boston audience. I 
had enacted Parthenia a great number of nights ; but I 
believe the play's repetition awoke no dissenting voice. 

In the second act Parthenia weaves a garland while 
she prattles to the savage, who is becoming humanized 
and Parlhenia-ized as lie watches her. The flowers on 
that evening were natural ones, abundantly supplied; 
and I wove a garland of some length, which was 
sent to a beloved friend whose illness prevented her 
being present. 

After the benefit, I was induced to fulfil another en- 
gagement at the Howard Athen^um of a fortnight's 
duration. 

My next appearance was in Cincinnati. I then acted 
several weeks in Louisville. That city is always asso- 
ciated in my mind with Henry Clay. It was there that 
I bade him adieu for tlie last time. And now, when I 
visil«d Louisville again, the bells were telling from every 
steeple, the streets were draperied with black ; for Henry 
Clay's funeral was passing; his mortal remains were on 
their way to their Ashland resting-place. We were re- 
siding at the Louisville Hotel Our drawing-room win- 
dow fronted the street. Heavy folds of unrelieved sable 
were stretched story after story from every window but 
one, and that one was ours. There we hung festoons 
of white drapery, intermingled with violet bouquets, and 
a garland of white and purple violets, and ribbons of 

• Mr. Marahall was at tliis period the manager of tho A thentBUm. 
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violet, of black, and of white. The wliitely-decked 
window shone out strangely amidst the surrounding 
blackness ; and many who knew that it had been deco- 
rated by one who loved and honored Henry Clay, and 
had been to him an object of openly acknowledged in- 
terest, asked for an explanation. With our snow-white 
emblems, flower-mingled, we made an offering to his 
memo;;y as to that of one who was slill living; not 
sleeping an unconscious slumber for ages, not annihi- 
lated, not separated from us forever ; but only trans- 
lated to a sphere of higher use ; only shut out from us 
by a translucent gate which we, too, would soon enter : 
and so we hung our windows, not with the blackness 
which represents, the darkness that belongs to, the grave, 
but Willi symbols of the living freshness, gladness, purity 
of the new life; not with the insignia of death, but the 
tokens of the resurrection ! • 

The ensuing morning the IiouisviUe Journal gave an 
explanation of our tribute to the memory of Henry 
Clay. 

After this engagement, which ended in July, I re- 
turned east to rest during the month of August. My 
professional labors were resumed in September. 

In Buffalo 1 commenced my engagement on the 
opening night of the Metropolitan Theatre, newly erect- 
ed. The opening of a theatre is always a period of 
great excitement. The gradual completion that looks 
like incomplotion ; the apparent impossibility, even at 
the last rehearsal, of accomplishing all that remains to 
be done ; the jostling activily of the slage carpentei-s , 
the rapid painting of the scenic artists ; the perplexity 

• The black ribbons alone indicated the passage through tha 
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of the actors, who cannot hear, through lite sound of 
hammers, their own voices rehearsing ; the fluri'y of the 
stage manager ; the flitting lo and fi-o of the architect! 
the ivondering of all liow the new temple of art, await- 
ing its consecration, will look when lighted up ; the 
freshness, the hustle, the confusion, — form a com- 
bination of stirring elements that diffuse themselves 
through the whole theatre in the day, and, at night, are 
commuaicated to the audience. 

In the evening the throng in front of the building 
became so dense that the doors of tlie theatre had to bo 
thrown open to admit them whiJe the scaffolding was 
still upon the stage. The audience were thus made 
witnesses of a most painful accident. One of the car- 
penters, in attempting to execute his woi'k as quickly 
as possible, fell from the scaffolding, and was seriously 
injured. 

The curtain rose upon the members of the company 
assembled upon the stage. Then was sung the national 
anthem of " Hail, Columbia ! " 

At its conclusion I entered and delivered the inaugu- 
ral address, written by Anson G. Chester, Esq. The 
audience responded heartily to such passages as the 
following : — 

"Toils" (the Drama's) "ffoodmevn henceforth ect npart 
This fair creation of the hand of Art. 
Within these waUs shaU Virtue ever rule ; 
This be her throne, her altar, and her school t 
Here will we seek her preeepta to defend, 
And, while we please, will elevate and mendi 
So shall the Drama's first intentions ilnd 
A fit translation lo the modern mind." 

Almost every one of the above lines was interrupted 
by an emphatic burst of applause; distinctly showing 
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what class of pevfonnances tlie public were j i i ait,d lo 

After the opening address rose a loud deniatid for 
Mr. T e, the architect of the theatre, (o whobe tal- 
ents and skill several edifices in New York hear ^^ itness 
He certainly had erected a theatre in admiiible taste, 
and deserved public thanks. The worthy architect had 
been ajjprised that be must acknowledge the kindness of 
the audience by a few appropriate words — a nec-assity 
which caused him great alarm. His mind had been 
kept on the stretch for many days and nights in super- 
intending the completion of the theati'e. He had ob- 
tained no rest, and was now thoroughly worn out with 
excitement and fatigue. After a protracted and clamor- 
ous summons the curtain drew back ; Mr. T e trem- 

bhngly appeared, took a couple of steps upon the stage, 
made several nervous attempts to execute a bow, fal- 
tered out, " Gen-tle-men — and — la-a-dies," staggered 
back, two steps taking him out of sight, and, panic- 
stricken, fainted away ! 

I was completing my toilet for the play, and, hearing 
the sudden cessation of applause from the audience and 
a confusion behind the scenes, I'feared some new acci- 
dent had occurred. As soon as I was dressed I hastened 
to inquire, and received the above relation from the 
stage manager, Mr. Smith. 

The accomplished but timid architect was joked un- 
mercifully about his attack of stage fright. Some of his 
friends declared that he only fainted because he had 
accidentally said, " Gentlemen and ladies" instead of 
giving precedence to the latter, and terror at the remem- 
brance of " woman's rights," thus rudely infringed, had 
overpowered him. 
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After this I fulfilled an engagement in Syracuse. In 
passing through Boston I actetl one night, and engaged 
to return with the new year. My next engagement 
was in Pliiladelphia ; but a severe attack of bronchitia 
rendered ita fulfilment impossible. 

The disease seemed singularly prevalent in all thea- 
tres during thai season, I several times assisted at 
reliearsals where three or four of the actors were so 
Beri rnsly affected that they could not venture to use their 
voices in the morning. The little power left was re- 
served for nigiit. At rehearsal they went through the 
action of the play in dumb show, standing, sitting, kneel- 
ing, pacing the stage, crossing from right to left, or left 
to right, us the business of the scene demanded, but in 
perfect silence, while tlie prompter read aloud the words 
of their parts. It reminded rae of the ludicrous game 
of " dumb orator." 

My next engagement, commencing in November, was 
to take place at the Broadway Theatre. My home in 
New York was at the residence of my brother-in-law, 

Dr. T r. The bronchial affection from which I was 

Buffering had been very much relieved by his medical 
skill, and I was able to meet my engagement at the time 
appointed. I opened in Parthenia, and that night used 
my voice with tolerable facility; but the next, while I 
was enacting Rosalind, the power of speech left me 
entirely. At its forceful return, through my strong 
volition, it seemed as though somebody else's voice had 
been mysteriously substituted for mine. The engage- 
ment thus became an exceedingly painful one. I was 
urged to complete it, if possible. How I was enabled to 
do so appears a matter of wonder. All that medical 
science could effect for me was constantly counteracted 



Hosted bv Google 



■inE FLOEAL STAR, 415 

by my nightly exertions. On some evenings the utter- 
ance of every sentence was a separate misery. I lieart- 
ily rejoiced when the engagement came to a close. 

In December I had recovered sofflciently to appear 
in Baltimore. A singular presentation waa made to me 
during this engagement, on my benefit night — that of a 
young fawn, garlanded with flowers. It was a testi- 
monial from tlie Fireman's Library Association. The 
fawn was first taken to my dressing room, and then 
brought upon the stage daring ihe comedy of the Honey 
Moon. Lopez delivered it to Juliana in the cottage 
scene. My new pet followed me about and played his 
part to perfection. When tlie Duke and Lopez were 
conversing, I seated myself upon a footstool beside the 
table, and the gentle fawn ate out of my Land, varying 
the feast by munching my curls, greatly to the amuse- 
ment of the audience. Tliis by-play did not interrupt 
the dialogue between the Duke and countryman, who 
occupied the front of the stage. 

On the same evening was presented to me (I believe 
from the same source) the most exquisite floral offering 
toat I ever received. It was a star, about a foot and a 
half or two feet in height and in breadth, composed of 
double .camelias of various hues, the white predomi- 
nating. Both sides of the star-bouquet were alike, and 
the framework on which it was composed was rendered 
invisible by thickly clustering flowers. It was handed 
from the boxes to A. "W. Fenno, Esq., (who supported 
me during the engagement,) and placed by him in my 
arms. The rare beauty and delicacy of the giil gave 
me much pleasure ; but I was especially charmed that 
the flowers had been woven into liie form of onij of the 
chief emblems of that country whose daughter I waa 
proud to be called. 
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I returned to Boston, according fo promise, in Janu- 
ary, and acted several weeks. My voice liad slightly 
improved. At times, I could use it witliout difficulty ; 
but the least nervousness or anxiety was the signal for 
the departure of every smoother tone. 

My southern tour was now to commence. In Wash- 
ington I appeared for the first lime, reenga^ng twice. 
I next performed in Richmond, and then pi'oceeded to 
Mobile. It was my fii-st visit to that city since my 
return from Europe. I had abundaat and most flatter- 
ing cause to believe that I had not been forgotten. I 
rank that engagement amongst those which I shall ever 
look back upon with traest pleasure. 

In New Orleans we had violent storms of raia through 
the larger half of the engagement. The climate had an 
injurious effect upon my health, and it was with difficulty 
that I struggled through the stipulated number of per- 
formances, Armaiid was produced here as in every 
other city in which I had performed. Fashion was also 
enacted at the St. C liarles Theatre, and repeated several 
nights, drawing larger houses than any other play. The 
comedy was exceedingly well acted. The Adaiu True- 
man of Mr. Lynn won him high and deserved encomi- 
ums. The Snobson of Mr. De Ear more than once 
overcame my gravity of countenance. I was content 
to enact Gertrude, as the character obviated all neces- 
sity for exertion — exertion which I was nightly be- 
coming more unable to make. 
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Departurefiom New Orleans. — Memphis. — The Promise to Senry 
Chsi fulJilUd. — First Aj^earaaai. — Actors' habitual Disregard 
of physicat Ailments. — Instance m L(mdon. — Anecdote of Mrs. 
mover's last Nighl. — My second Appearance in Memphis. — 
S^vggle tmlh In^aposition. — J7hooohM& Interruptionof Pla/y. — 
Malaria.— Jowney eastward. — Actisig for Mrs. Waraer's com- 
plimentary Ben^t. — Sammer Interttiom/mstraled. — Serioia and 
protracted lUnest. — Remocat to Bacensioood. — My Father's 

House. — The dislitigvislisd Dr. M U. — Life's Movemenl in a 

sick Ohambtr. — Summer. — Auiwnn. — Winter's Approach. ~ 
The Pine Trees. — Sunsets. — Musings. — Cheerful Vititatds to 
the little C&amigr. — A CMl^s Tribute to a Father. — Antid- 
paied Rteocerif. — Proposed Fareurell of the Stage. — Ansvierioa 
Question often asked.— Aristoeratio Affectation amongst the Pro- 
fession.— Pastimi for the Stage. — A few Words of Warning to 
the j/oimg Aspirant for dramatic Honors. 

We left New Orleans about the middle of March, 
1853, in the queenly Magnolia. T)ie young nephew 
Stanislas, whom I mentioned in the preceding chapter, 
was again my gallant escort. In four days we reached 
Memphis. Sis years before I had promised Henry 
Clay not to pass that city again without appearing there 
in my professional capacity. I had never travelled on 
the Bouthem portion of the Mississippi River since the 
spring when we spent those pleasant days with our dis- 
tinguished countryman, on board of the Alexander Scott. 
We aiTived in Memphis on Sunday morning. The 
next evening I made my dihit in Parthenia. I had 
been ill during my whole stay in New Orleans, and was 
27 («7) 
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now miking i Je pente itruggle with indisposition. I 
found fhe mdiencp particulaily inspiring — the engage- 
ment jioniised tD Le bulhuit io the extreme. As t!ie 
cuit'iiii fell upon each act ot Ingomar, I found it more 
and more difficult to proceed ; but I knew from expe- 
rience that a stionglj concenti-ated will could mailer the 
infirmities of an exhausted physique. I invoked to my 
aid all (lie mental energy that could obey tlie summons, 
and ended the jday successfully. 

The nest night I was announced to appear as Mra. 
Haller. If I had been governed by common prudence, 
— I Lad almost written common sense, — I should not 
have attempted the performance. But long habit, and 
the eximple of others, had accustomed me lo make 
light of physical ailments when they inlerfei-ed with 
prolessioQiI duty. I had seen many an actor walk ma- 
jestically upon the stage and play a part with thrilling 
eifect, who, the in&tant he was without the range of the 
foothghta, sink down, unable to speak or to stand, i'rom 
the excess of acute suffering. I have often seen actora 
fill mto long fits of swooning, and, on recovering, be 
foiced to return to the stage and continue ihelr imbodi- 
menls I remember one occasion in England when aa 
actot mho was personating my father, drew down the 
diiplcTiuie of an audience by his feeble and uncertain 
delivery of the text. How little they suspected that 
he T< IS dying at that very moment ! Three days after- 
w-uds he had departed this life. 

Mrs Glover's last night in London* is an instance 
of the indomitable energy that characterizes the votary 
of the stage in his conflict with external oirourasfances. 

. The aboTo description web givon 
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She rose from an illness which her physician had pro- 
nounced falal, lo enact Mra. Malaprop (in the comedy 
of the Eivals) on the occasion of her farewell of the 
stage. The iaslant the performance was over, her 
temporary slren5lh evaporated. She wa? incapable of 
answering the summntis of the audience — of crossing 
the stage before the footlights and courtesying her 
acknowledgments. At their clamorous demand to be- 
hold her once more, she was placed in an arm chair in 
the centre of the stage, surrounded and supported by a 
galaxy of distinguished performers, who had congre- 
gated in honor of her farewell. The curtain rose — 
she feebly bowed her thanks, her adieu — smiled upon 
the bouquets that fell in a floral deluge around her— - 
the curtain descended upon her last triumph. She was 
taken home, and in two days breathed her last. 

A host of similar instances might be given to illus- 
trate how dlfiicalt it is for an actor to admit the possi- 
bility of his physical condition interfering with the dis- 
charge of his public duty. It was an impression of this 
kind, deeply stamped upon my mind, that lured me to 
commit the indiscretion of endeavoring to perform on 
my second night in Memphis. 

Mrs. Haller has but a few words to speak in the first 
act ; and those I managed lo utter, though with difficulty, 
for a fresh attack of bronchitis was added to incipient 
malaria. In the second act I had scarcely entered upon 
the stage before I began to be aware tliat I had miscal- 
culated my powers. The third time I attempted lo 
speak I found my voice had entirely departed. Again 
and again I tried to force out a sound — but my hps 

opened and closed again noiselessly. Dr. S h, who 

afterwards attended me, used to say that he never 
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witnessed an exhibition at once so comical and so painfal. 
Tlie lips moving without producing the faintest articu- 
lation — the look of consternation quickly followed by 
an expression of resolution not to be vanquished — the 
impotent battle with the inevitable. 

But I leas conquered — I could not speak, and I 
could not have maintained an erect position much longer. 
The considerate manager, Mr. Charles, who occupied 
the stage with me, instantly apologized to the audience, 
and the curtain fell. 

For nine days I remained dangerously ill. Dr. 

S h advised that I should be removed the instant 

that I could bear the journey. He gave it as liis med- 
ical opinion that, although it was hardly possible for me 
to rally in that atmosphere, I would rapidly recover 
when I once reached the olher side of the mountains. 
We left Memphis on the twelfth day of our sojourn 
there, and, travelling slowly, arrived at my sister's resi- 
dence, in Philadelphia, in ten tiays more. As Dr. 

S h predicted, I began to revive as soon as we 

passed the mountains, and was soon convalescent. 

At this period Mrs, "Wai'ner was about to leave 
America, where she had encountered a series of most 
heartbreaking trials. The autumn pi-evious I had 
promised her my services for a benefit, at any time 
when she chose to call upon me. I thus hoped to make 
amends, in a slight degree, lor the losses and discom- 
fitures which had waylaid her whole path in a foreign 
land. She was now just recovermg from a dangerous 
illness — or rather, was supposed to he recovering. 
Late tidings bring the sad intelligence of a relapse, which 
it is feared may prove fatal. She was to receive a 
complimentary benefit at the Howard Athenaiura, in 
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Boston, and requested the fulfilment of mj promise. I 
ConaeDted to enact Desdemona to her Eraelia, and went 
to Boston for that purpose about the middle of May. 
On the morning of the btnefit Mrs. Waniur was atill 
unable to leave bir apartment. The benefit, however, 
took place, and a thronged attendance proved the high 
estimation in which she was held by an American 
public. Mrs. M. Jones filled the role of Emelia in 
Mrs. 'Warnei-'a sttad. I represented Desdcrauna — 
Mr. Marshall Othello. I once more used my voice 
with great fecility ; but the exertion consequent even 
upon so unarduous a performance made me conscious 
of unusual deficiency of strength and elasticity. 

I had arranged to make an extensive western toiir 
during this summer, which was to be my la=t upon the 
stage. But 

I had never recovered entirely from my attack in 
Memphis. Early in June 1 was again laken seriously 
in. Aftrr six weeks of suffering, which surpassed in 
severity all my previous experiences of what mortality 
can endure, my father insisted that I should be brought 
to his residence at Ravenswood and placed under the 

care of the celebrated Dr. M tt, whose eminence as 

surgeon and physician has been recognized in both 
heniisphei-es, and has even rendered him famous on 
olden, classic ground.* 

I had lost all power of locomotion, and was thoroughly 
helpless. But I had made not a few journeys before 
on temporary beds, placed in railway cars and in car- 

• See Mott's Tiarels in Eniope and tba East. 
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riages, and was now forced to this sad necessity again. 
(I must say that I greatly preferred my seat of hay in 
the corner oi' the old ox cart, which jolted us over tbe 
frozen wilds of Indiana.) My faithful sister May, it 
whose house in Boslon I had been residing, accompanieil 
me. We reached our father's dwelling in safety, and i 
was b6rne to the sunny, white-curtained chamber, where 
I am now reclining. 

Monlh after month has glided away, — tlie flower- 
scented Summer lias buried )ier perfumes and fiowii, — 
the eiimsoii-IingereJ Aulumn has trampled her tinted 
foliage under foot and departed, — Winter is bcgmniiig 
to show his hanZ-fealured and frostbitten face, and finds 
this lillle chamber still my compulsory abiding-place. 
There have been no iiower gatherings, no garden 
ramblings, for me since June. Day after day I have 
looked out with longing eyes upon the gardens beneath 
my window, and watched the flowers, that enamelled the 
fair earth, one by one pale on their &tems — wither and 
disappear. The last dahlia has just dropped ilR head 
and died. There are a cluster of pine frees that look 
in al one of my windows, and I have found daily 
delight — I might say actual comfort — in gazing at 
their emerald beauty. I know every branch, every 
little twig, almost every bird, which, through the 
summer, has sat in the boughs and made vocal tlie air 
with his matin sungs. The wind plays through tlioso 
pine-tree branches, as on an instrument, with a muftted, 
musical sound, Uke that of a human voice, called by 
singers a "veiled voice." I have never heard wind 
sighing, through any other trees, produce the same 
hushed, murmuring melody. And what gloriously 
golden sunsets I have beheld through those pine-tree 
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branches, as I lay looking out at the sky ! what soft 
moonlight shillings I what brilliant starlight gkaia- 
jngs ! One of my chief amusements is watching the 
setting sun, that at each departure assumes some fare- 
well robe of varied splendor. And sometimes I muse 
upon a life's early dawn that broke, flooding the horizon 
with radiance ; upon the storms that gathered before 
morning had passed ; upon clouds that parted at noon- 
day, io let through an unlooked-for effulgence ; aud as 
I dreamily gaze at the sun, going down in mellow glory, 
1 think of a sunset of peace that may be g^ven for such 
a life's closing. 

I lift my eyes, and they fall upon the pine trees 
again. But now the rich green of their plumy foliage 
is taking a rusty hue ; for Winter, as he strides on with 
ice-shod feet, has hreafhed upon them coldly. The 
clustering cones tliat brownly spangled the boughs have 
ripened; and the wind is shaking thorn to the ground, 
like hopes that fall to plant the seed of new hopes. I 
shall see the snow enshroud the pine-tree branches, and 
be still a prisoner. Yet, even in a sick chamber, (he 
slow movement of life may be calm and glad. Patience 
may pour upon the spirit her medicinal balm. Hope 
may sit entlironed in the heart, shining with steadfast 
lustre. Memory, unfolding her tablets, may point to 
some bright and consoling records. The voices of 
tenderness may fall in music on the pain-quickened ear. 
The holy ties of kinship, the adamantine chains of 
friendship, may be drawn closer than ever. Let my 
future be cast where it may, I must perforce look 
back with loving remembrance upon the pleasant little 
chamber beneath my father's roof, where, if I have suf- 
fered much, I have rejoiced more. 
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The ten sisters Iiave never again been gathered in 
the paternal home; but each one not sepanited by tho 
ocean has come, in turn, to shed her sweet intiiience 
around the couch of the invalid — some to spend but days, 
some weeks, and some months. And the tender second 
mother has flitted in and out each day, drawing the 
sunshine after her, and performing thoughtful otfices of 
love ; and the young sisters, whose home I now share, 
liave gladdened the room with their biooming presence, 
their prattling tongues ; and the faithful attendant, who 
has journeyed with me by land and by sea, has proved 
as devoted and as patient by the couch of sickness as she 
was cheerful and iatrep d a « ff and 

And last, though e ii ha I y 

speak of your preciou oh mb 

my father? Shall I s y w d of you wh huh 
the varied vicissitudes y uLndadnu 

aged me in all my stre u x n 

soled me under all my hard n — j wh ow 
unconquerable energy h taugh n h b e h 

life's iils — whose examp n wn 

me how to be victorious over inflexible circumstance — 
whose recognition of divme Providence, even in things 
most minute, has strengthened my faith — whose daily 
acts have given to your precepts double weight — you, 
who forgot the shortcomings of my wayward girlhood, 
and opened your arms, your heart, to me without breath- 
ing one reproach? May I not record these things of 
you, and say, that to you I oive the possession of soipe 
of those qualiljes which have rendered your own 
struggles in life blessed — which have made manifest the 
softening uses of sorrow ? Surely this is a tribute which 
a child may pay to a father, even in the world's full 
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hearing. I do not attempt lo restrain the outgushing 
of my spirit when I speak of you. My memoirs would 
neither he truthful nor complete if they contained no 
chronicle such as I have written above. 

Two thirds of those memoirs have heen penned in 
the quiet little chamber I have describecl — penned 
during intervals from suffering and a period of slow 
convalescence. 

"When I fully recover my health, (as the distinguished 
physician mentioned above, who has expended his skill 
upon me for nearly five months, is confident I shall do,) 
I purpose taking a hrief farewell of my profession in 
some of (he principal cities of the Union. I desire to 
leave that profession as calmly and as deliberately as it 
was entered ; for I shall bid it adieu with tlioae objects, 
imperiously summoned by which I iirst bore the name 
of actress, happily accomplished. 

I will here answer a question in relation to the stage 
which I am frequently asked. There are some who 
may he profited by the reply. "Are you fond of the 
stage ? " has been the inquiry put by many lips during 
the last eight years. There is a species of aristocratic 
affectation existing amongst the members of the pro- 
fession, which induces many of them to declare that they 
detest their own vocation — that they dislike nothing so 
much as acting, &c 1 have heard this assertion again 
and again from the mouths of the most successful per- 
formers; and all affectation seems to me so inconsistent 
with true talent that I could not but listen in wonder. 
But, as I liave said, to declare that the stage is distaste- 
ful, is looked upon as a sign of professional aristocracy. 
For my own part, I answer frankly, I have received 
intense delight from the personation of some characters. 
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The power of swaying the emolions of a crowd is one 
of the most thrilling sensations that I ever experienced. 
Tet I have not found in the profession the kin(! of 
absorbing fascination which I have often heard described 
as inseparable from the stage. There were too many 
incongruous elements mingled with every di-ainalic tri- 
umph for the charm, if any, to be complete. Without 
looking upon the theatre as a Circean bower, without 
entertaining a passion, for the stage, I have a quiet love 
for the drama, which, Heaven forbid, w tl my conv c 
tions in regard to its use, I should ever 1 i k from 
acltnowled^ng. Without some decided aftacl me t for 
the professio)!, I cannot conceive how ll e f t g es 
tlie vexations, the diaappoinlments incident e e upon 
the most successful theatrical career, could be &up 
ported. 

Ltt me here venture to warn any enthusiastic young 
aspirant against adopting Ihe st^e, unless her qualifica- 
tions — not to use a mucli abused word, and say her 
misiimi — seem particularly to fit her for such a vocar 
tion, unless she be strongly impelled by the possession 
of talents which are unquestionable, unless she be en- 
amoured of Art itself. But that the dangers of the pro- 
fession are such as they are generally accredited to be, 
I do not believe ; for 1 have known too many women 
bred upon the stage, whose lives were so blamelessly 
exemplary, whose manners so refined, whose intellect 
so cultivated, that they would adora any sphere of 
society. The subject is not one into which I can fully 
enter ; but this let me say, that the woman who could 
be clazzled by the adulation bestowed upon her talents 
as an actress, would be dazzled and led astray in the 
blaze of a ball room, in the excitement of social iater- 
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course, in any situation where those talents could be 
displayed, in any position where she could hear 

" Tho false glonings of a flatterine tongue." 

And from these where will she be shielded, except in 
utter aeelusion ? 

But to return to the subject from which I wandered. 
Unless the actress in anticipation is willing to encounter 
disappointment in myriad unlooked-for shapes; to study 
incessantly, and find that her closest study is inauificient ; 
to endure an amount and kind of fatigue which she never 
dreamed of before; if she feel "the grasshopper a 
burden," and the "crumpled rose leaf" an inconven- 
ience to her slumber, I would bid her shun the stage. 
But if she be prepared to meet petty as well as formi- 
dable trials, (the former are often more difficult to bear 
than the latter;) if she be sustmned by some high 
purpose, some strong incentive ; if she act in obedience 
to the dictates of the "stern lawgiver, Duty," — then 
let her enter the profession boldly ; by gracing, help to 
elevate the stage ; and add hers to the purifying influ- 
ences which may dwell within the walls of a theatre as 
securely as in any other temple of art. Let her bear 
in mind that the sometimes degraded name of "actress" 
can be dignified in her own person. Let her feel, above 
all things, that the actress must excite reverence as well 
as admiration. The crowd must honor as well as wor- 
ship- They can always be made to do the latter at 
the feet of genius ; they can only bo compelled lo do 
the former when genius sheds its halo around higher 
attributes. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

J^ ClaiBa lo offer a Defence of Ihe Stage. ~ Lord Bacon on the 
Drama.— Sir Joshua Reynolds.— D'laraeH. — 'Hie TttdeAttenipts 
of Tkespls. — jEschytus. — Exialence of Thealres at the Time of 
tbe.firsl Christian Era. — The Atpoatha. ~~ St. Fauts Qiiotatioia 
from three dramatic Poets. — The Parablet iwid the Drama.— 
Dr. Isaac Watts. ~ The Emperor Marcus Aurelius ii^Km the Stage. 
— Jfortm Ltdher. — The Ren. Dr. Knox. — PMUp Melancthen. — 
Lord Bacon.-— Dr. Slair. — Sir Philip Sidney. — Dr. Gregory.— 
Sir Waller Scott. — Calcrajl, — Art. — Use m:d Abme. — With 
whom it Ues to reform the Erront of the Staffe.-Tioo Ilmidred 
clerical dnwmtle Avthort, — Dramas of the Archbishop Gregory 
NaziawLen; of A^lUnaris, Bishop of Laodicea. — iSif Thomaa 
More. — Tragedies of Milton, of Dr. Edward Young, ofReB. H, 
Miioum, Bev. Dr. Croly, Addison, Dr. Johnson, Coleridge, Thoia- 
ion, GoldsmilA, Mlia Sanaah More, Miss Joaima BaSMe, Miss 
Milford. — The Stage: Pe^s Expodtion of its Use; Crabb^s 
ditto ; Shakspear^s. — My own Experience. — The true PosiUou 
of Acton. — Their Rank in anci^it Times. — The high social Po- 
lition held by many Actors in the present Time. — A Word if 
Farewell lo Ihe Members of the Profession. — These Memoirs. 

I HAVE been for eight years an actress. In llie ex- 
ercise of my vocation I have visited many tliealrea 
throughout this land and in Great Britain. This fact, 
perhaps, gives me some right to speak upon the stage 
as an institution ; upon its uses and abuses s for I speak 
(in all humility be it said) from actual knowledge and 
personal experience. My testimony has, at least, the 
value of being disinterested ; for I was not bred lo the 
stage; I entered upon it from the bosom of private life; 
none who are linked to me by atfinity of blood ever 
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belonged fo the profession ; I am about to leave it of 
my own choice ; and I bid it farewell in t!ie midst of a 
career wbich, if it has reached its meridian, has not, as 
yet, taken the first downward inclination. I can have 
no object in defending the drama apart from the impulse 
to utter what I believe to be truth and an innate love 
and reverence for dramatic art. 

The stage is not an insignificant pastime. History 
teaches us that it is an institution which has existed 
almost, from time immemorial ; protected by the laws ; 
consecrated by the dramatic teachings of divines and 
sages ; and accepted as a mode of instruction, as well as 
of diversion, in almost all lands. It is a school moat 
important in its operations, most potent in its admo- 
nitions, most profusely productive of good or evil in- 
fluences. The aclor sways the multitude even as the 
preacher and the orator, often more powerfully than 
either. lie arouses tlieir slumbering energies ; elevates 
their minds ; calls forth their loftiest aspirations ; ex- 
cites their purest emotions ; or, if he be false to his 
trust, a perverted instrument, he may minister to viti- 
ated tastes, and help to corrupt, to enervate, io debase- 

" It is impossible," says a writer in the Edinburgh 
Keview, "for a person unacquainted with dramatic 
reprtsentations to understand the effect produced on a 
mixed mass of the people, when a striking sentiment ia 
uttered by a popular actor. The conviction is instan- 
taneous. Hundi-eds of slormy voices are awakened; 
the spirit of every individual is in arms ; and a tiiousand 
faces ai'e lighted up, which, a moment before, seemed 
calm and powerless ; and their impression is not so 
transient as may be tliought. It is carried home and 
nursed till it ripens. It is a germ ■which blossoms out 
into patriotism, or runs up rank into prejudice or pas- 
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Eton I tual property honestly acquired. 

Mei am ed, and sometimes instructed, by 

book B dy 13 a great moral lesson, read to 

two nan and the eye and llie ear are both 
held n a n tain the impression which the actor 

has p odu d 

Lord Bacoa tells us that " the di-ama is bs history 
brought before the ej'es. It presents the images of 
things as if they were present, while history treats of 
them as things past." 

Sir Joshua Reynolds says, '■ Every establishment 
that fends to the cultiTalion of the pleasures of the 
mind, as distinct from those of the sense, may be con- 
sidered as an inferior school of ntorality, where the 
mind is polished and prepared for higher attainments." 

D'Israeli (the elder) declares that " the stage ia a 
supplement to the pulpit, where virtue, according to 
Plato's sublime idea, moves our love and affection when 
made visible to the eye." 

It was in the age of the wise Soion, something more 
than two Ihousand four hundred years ago, that the 
rude draraiilic attempts of Thespis awoke the admira- 
tion of the Atheniiwis. The performances he instituted 
were a species of monologue, relieved by chorus. Upon 
this imperfect foundation the noble jEseliylus built the 
classic drama, and gained the name of the " father of 
tragic song." Since that period, in those countries 
where civilization has made the moat rapid progress, 
where the social tone has been most elevated, where 
taate and refinement have superseded mere sensuality, 
the Drama has held her most prosperous sway. Dra- 
matic art was at its zenith in Eome during the Auguatan 
age; in Greece when ^acliylus, Sophocles, and Eu- 
ripides taught in her dramatic temples ; in France dur- 
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ing the so called " golden reign " of Louis XIV., when 
Corneille and Eacine wrote, not merely moral, but ab- 
solutely religious plays ; and even Voltaire impressed 
piety into his tragedies. (That his other works are 
pervaded with an opposite spirit does not alter this fact.) 
Dr. Isaac Watts, the distinguished, divine, says, " What 
a noble use have Racine and Corneille made of Chris- 
tian subjects in some of their best tragedies ! " 

In England the drama — though oftea lamentably 
misused and degi-aded — shed glory upon the reigns of 
Elizabeth and Anne, and is held in increasing honor at 
the present epoch — the most peaceful and prosperous 
with which that kingdom has ever been blessed. 

Let us go back farther, even to llie period of the first 
Christian era, and learn whether the outcry against 
theatres is justified by the records of antiquity. There 
were theatres ia Jerusalem when our Savior came 
upon earth. Tet by no sign does he point them out as 
fatally pernicious; by no word, no implication, even, 
does he denounce them. 

There were theatres at Damascus, at Ephesus, 
at Antioch, at Corinth, at Athens, at Thessaloniea, 
at Philippi, at Alexandria, at Heme. The apostles 
preached llie gospel in those cities, and reproved many 
vices ; yet by ao syllable of rebuke do they designate 
the theatre as immoral. Is it likely if an institution, 
which was to perpetuate itself down to the present day, 
were essentially demoralizing, it would have escaped 
the breath of their holy denunciation ? 

St. Paul is called tie most learned of tlie apostles ; 
and in his teachings he quotes from three Greek dra- 
matic poets — from Arastus, of Cilicia ; from Epimeni- 
des, of Crete ; and from Menandej-, the Atlienian ; thus 
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giving his own countenance to the theatre by Lis famil- 
iar use of dramatic poetry. 

In the sacred Scriptures there is not a single passage 
which, by any fair inference, can be distorted into a 
condemnation of theatrical entertain men Is. And yet 
how many sincere and truth-loving Christians believe it 
to be their duty to raise a hue and cry against the stage! 

A distinguisbed clergyman of our oiva land lately 
remarked, fi-om the pulpit, that he feared there were 
many persons, even among the denouncers of the drama, 
who were henealk a (aste for the stage rather than above 
it ! conveying the idea that the cultivation of those in- 
tellectual tastes and moral sympathies which find their 
gratification in dramatic performances, was a step in 
moral advancement which many unsympathizing de- 
criers of the stage would not, or could not, take. 

The parables are trutlis enveloped in fiction. The 
drama merely represents in action what the parable and 
similar fictions inculcate by written or oral teaching. 
The play is but the dramatized form of the poem, the 
novel, histoiy, or the parable. And the mind is more 
vividly impressed by what it sees enacted than by what 
it heare related. 

Take, for instance, the parable of the prodigal son. 
There can be no one so obtuse as not to admit the force 
and beauty of the illustration intended to be conveyed 
in it. Suppose that some dramatist, to enforce the 
lesson of paternal forgiveness upon rainds which can be 
more deeply penetrated by visible symbols than by 
lecture, throws the parable into dramatic form, bringing 
out in appropriate language the whole moral of the 
story, and has it represented in a theatre. 3oes the 
mere Iranatalion of the parable into represented action 
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render it j>eniicwm? In thia illustration we have tti 
wliole principle of the drama. 

A few seasons ago this veiy parable was produced at 
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with reference to a life to come, would shine brightly in 
a dramatic description." 

This is high authority in favor of the drama. As a 
strong aid to my own imperfectly expressed arguments in 
its defence, I cull a few opinions from sources which com- 
mand reverence out of (he multitude that might be 
given, did space allow. The authorities I shall cite are 
Buch as ehould make any man pause before he ventures 
unconditionally to denounce the stage. 

Marcus Aurelius, an emperor distinguished for his 
piety, says, "Tragedies were first brought in and insti- 
tuted to put men in mind of worldly chances and casual- 
ties. After the tragedy, the comcedia veins, or ancient 
comedy, was brought in, which had the liberty to inveigh 
against personal vices j being, therefore, through this, 
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her freedom and liberty of speech, of very good use and 
effect to restrain men from pride and ajrogance ; to which 
end it wiis that Diogenes took also the same liberty." 

Martin Luther, on the subject of the slage, says," 
" In ancient times the dramatic art has been honored 
by being made subservient to religion and morality ; and 
in the most enlightened country of antiquity, in Greece, 
the theatre was supported by the state. The dramatic 
nature of the dialogues of Plato has always been justly 
celebrated , and from tbis we may conceive the great 
charm of di'amatic poetry. Action is the true enjoy- 
ment of life; nay, life itself. Tlie great bulk of man- 
kind are, either from their situation or their incapacity 
for uncommon efforts, confined within a narrow circle 
of operations ; of all amazements, therefore, the theatre 
is the most profitable, for there we see important actions 
when we cannot act importantly ourselves. It afibrda 
ns a renovated picture of life, a compendium of what- 
ever is animated and interesting in human existence. 
The susceptible youth opens his heart to every elevated 
feeling — the philosopher finds a subject for the deepest 
reflections on the nature and constitution of man." 

In another work, Martin Luther says,f " And, in- 
deed, Christians ought not altogether to fiy and abstain 
from comedies, because now and then gross tricks and 
dallying passages are acted therein ; for then it will fol- 
low, that, by reason thereof, we should also abstain from 
reading the Bible. Therefore it is of no value that some 
allege such and the like things, and for these causes 
would forbid Christians to read or act comedies." 

The Ecv. Dr. Knox, in his Essays, says, " There 
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seems to me to be no method more effectual of soften- 
ing the ferocity and improving the minds of the lower 
classes of a great capital than the frequent exhibitiona 
tf tragical piete- in which the distress ia carried to the 
highe'ft extreme, md the moial is it once self evident, 
affci-tmg, and instructive The multitudes of those who 
cannot read, or, if tliej could, hate neither time nor 
ahihties for dernmg much advantage from, re-iding, are 
powerfully irapresstd, through the medium of the eyea 
and eais, with those impoitaat truths whi^h, while they 
illuminate the under-laJiding, coirect and mollify the 
heart ISenevoIence, justice, heroism, and the wisdom 
of modeiating the passions are pUinly pointed out, and 
forcibly recommended to those saiage sons of unculti- 
vated nature who have few opportunities, and would 
have no inclination, for instruction, if it did not present 
itself in the form of a delightful amusement." 

Philip Melanelhoa says,* " On fi-equent reflection 
concerning llie manners and discipline of mankind, I 
greatly admire the wisdom of the Greeks, who at the 
ccmme:icemcnt eshibittd tragedies to the pejple, jy tu) 
means for the purpose of mere amusement, as. is com- 
fnonly thought, but much more on this account, tliat, by 
the consideration of heinous examples and misfortunes, 
they might turn their rude and fierce spirits to modera- 
tion and the bridling of undue desires. These things, 
therefore, were acted, beheld, read, and listened to, 
both by the philosophers and the people, not as mere 
romances, Itvi as instructions for the government of life. 
Men were thus warned of the causes of human calami- 
ties, which in those examples they saw brought on and 
increased by depraved desires." 

• Epietola da legendia Tragosdiia et Com<Ediis. 
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Lord Bacon says,* "Dramatic poesy, which' has the 
theatre for its world, is of excellent use, if soundly ad- 
ministered. The stage can do much, either for corrup- 
tion or discipline." 

Dr. Blair, one of the most eminent of divines, saya, 
" Dramatic poetry has. among civilized nations, heen al- 
tcai/s considered a rational and useful. entertainment, 
and judged worthy of careful and serious discussion. 
As tiagedy is a high and disfinguishiag species of com- 
position, so also, in its general strain and spirit, it is 
favorable to virtue ; and, therefore, though dramatic 
writers may, sometimes, like other writers, be guilty of 
improprieties, though they may fail in placing virtue 
fon,ib!y in thi, duL point of light, yet no reasonable 
peiBon can deny tragedy to bo a reasonable species 
of composition Taking tragedies complexly, I am 
fully perouaded that the impressions left by ibem upon 
the mind ire on the wliole, favorable to virtue and 
good diapoaitions And, therefore, the zeal which some 
pious men have shown against the entertaiiimenl of the 
theatre must rest only on tlie abuse of comedy, which, 
indeed, has frequently been so great as to justify very 
severe censures against it. I am happy, however, to 
have it in my power to observe, that, of late years, a 
sensible reformation has begun to take place in English 
comedy." 

Sir Philip Sidney says,t ■' Comedy is an imitation 
of the common errors of our life, which the poet rep- 
resented in the most ludicrous sort that may be, so as it 
is impossible that any beholder can be content to be 
such a one. And little reason hath any man to say 
that men leam the evil by seeing it so set out ; since 
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there is no man living, but, hj the force truth lias 
in his nature, no sooner seeth these men play their 
parta but wiaheth them 'in pistrinum;' so that the right 
use of eomedy will, I think, hy nobody he blamed. And' 
muck less tke high and excellent tragedy, that openeth 
the greatest wounds, and showeth forlh the ulcers that 
are covered with tissue ; that maketh kings fear to 
be tyrants, and tyrants to manifest their tyraiiQical 
humors ; that, with slirring the effects of admiration and 
commiseration, teachelh ihp uncertainty of tlie world, 
and upon liow weak foundations gilded roofs are buildcd." 

Dr. Gregory, in his " Legacj to his Daughter," says, 
"I know no entertiunment that givea such pleasure to 
any person of sentiment or humor as the tlieatre." 

Sir Walter Scott says,* " The supreme Being, who 
claimed the seventh day as his own, allowed the other 
six days of the week for purposes merely human. 
When the necessity for daily labor is removed, and the 
call of social duty fulfilled, that of moderate and timely 
amusement claims its place, as a want inherent in our 
nature. To relieve this want, and (ill up the mental 
vacancy, games are devised, books ai-e written, music is 
composed, spectacles and plays are invented and ex- 
hibited. And if these last have a moral and virtuous 
tendency ; if the sentiments expressed tend to rouse our 
love of what is noble, and our contempt of what is 
mean ; if they unite hundreds in a sympathetic admira- 
tion of virtue, abhorrence of vice, or derision of folly, — it 
will remain to be shown how far the spectator is more 
criminally engaged lAan if he had passed the evening in 
the idle gossip of societi/, in (he feverish pursuits ofambi- 
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tion, or in the unsated and inaatiaUe struggle offer 
gain — the grave employments of the present life hut 
equoUy unconnected viitk our existence hereafter." Were 
it not presumption, I should be inclined to differ with 
the assertion in the last line ; for can the manner in 
which we employ a single moment here be unconnected 
with our existence hereafter ? I think not. 

The testimony of such minds and such, men in favor 
of the stage are at least worthy of attentive considera- 
tion. And, be it observed, they address themselves to 
the most conscientious Christians as much, or more, 
than to the man who makes no particular profession of 
religious faith. 

The stage, in almost all lands, anil for a long series 
of years, has been protected and encouraged by govern- 
ments. Would this have been the case if legislators 
had not found it conducive to the general well being of 
communities, and even a medium of political as well 
as of social and moral utility? 

Calcraft, in his able and scholarly Defence of the 
Stage, mentions the act of Parliament from which the 
patent of the present Theatre Eojal in Dublin (men- 
tioned in an earlier chapter of these memoirs) is derived, 
BS " containing these words in the preamble — ' Whereas 
the establishing a well-regulated theatre in the city of 
Dublin, being the residence of the chief governor or 
governors of Ireland, will be productive of advantage, 
and tend to improve the morals of the people,' &c. 
And the patent itself contains the royal intention and 
expectations distinctly expressed in these words : ' That 
the theatre, in future, may be instrumental to the cause 
of virtue and instruction to human life.' After which 
follow various restrictions, forbidding any performances 
tending to profaneness, disloyalty, or indecency." 
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If, then, the stage he an institution acknowledged hy 
the proteetion of governments as much as any ivhich a 
passion for literature, or art, or science among men has 
established, is there not more wisdom in helping lo ele- 
vate and guide its operations than in denouncing and 
traducing the institution itself? 

Art is either right or it is wrong. The sanctioning 
voices of ages have pronounced it to be right. One 
branch of art includes the drama. Shall this branch be 
lopped off because the canker worm of evil has entered 
Bome of its fruit? Like sculpture, like painting, like 
music, like hlsioiy, like the poem, the novel, — like 
y h lam rs to faculties, which distinguish 
u f h b tion, — the drama ia either an 

f good vil, as it ia rendered the one or 
h h ly « or abuse. This is the verieat 

m Tl h ! ke the preas, is one of the moat 

I rf 1 g f he diffusion of salutary or per- 
fl V cioua books are often printed ; 

bu h II h f extirpate the press ? Plays of 

questionable molality are somefimea enacted ; but is 
that a cause for abolishmg the stage — sacrificing for a 
temporary abuse Ihe great and permanent use ? False 
doctrines, and what are called heresiea, have been 
preached from many a pulpit, and have led to the moat 
fearful conaequences ; but shall the church therefore be 
calumniated? At the bal-, the most flagrant wrongs 
have grown out of the perveraion of legal exposition ; 
but ahali law, therefore, be banished from the land? 
Corrupt judges have given unjust sentences ; shall the 
bench, therefore, be denounced ? Physicians have de- 
stroyed instead of preserving life ; shall the science of 
medicine, therefore, be set aside ? Forgeries have been 
committed; shall penmanship, therefore, be wholly for- 
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bidden ? And yel, if in one case abuse c 
why not in all ? 

A royal governor of Virginia (Sir "William Berkeley) 
said,* "I thank Gctd ihat there are no free schools nor 
printing ; and I hope we shall not have them these hun- 
dred years — for learning has brought disobedience, 
and heresies, and seels into the world, and printing has 
divulged them, and libels against the best governments. 
God keep us froia both!" This assertion ia literally 
true , but tha roi al govei nor looked but at one side of 
the question The inveighers igiinst the theatre do 
precisely the same Beciuse thert, aze abuses, {most 
unqnestionablj sepiiable from (he uae,) is that a ivise 
c* just ai^ument lor Ihe holy indignation often expressed 
s^ainst the theatre and its upholders ? About as wise 
and as just as were Sir William Berkeley's objections 
to the diffusion of knowledge. 

Reform the errors of the stage, if you would serve 
the cause of liuman prepress. No manager will pro- 
duce plays that do not draw. It lies, then, with audi- 
ences to pronounce what representations shall receive 
their suffrages. 

" The dtiuna's laws the drama's patrona make." 

But there has lately been a marked improvement in 
Ihe class of plays offered to the pubUc, That manager 
would be a bold one, who, at the Howard AtheniEum, in 
Boston, or at Niblo's in New York, would produce a play 
of decided immoral tendency. His theatre would soon 
be closed, even without any loud denunciations from its 
outraged supporters. The community would forsake 
the establishment, and leave the "beggarly account of 



• See Hildieth's History of the United States, vol. i. p. 62*. 
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empty boxes" to proclaim their disapproval. Nu- 
merous other theatres in this country, as in England, 
are becoming more and more cautious in the choice of 
plays lo be enacted within theiv walls. la England, the 
voice of the licenser is a check upon the representa- 
tion of immoral dramas ; in this country, the voice of 
the people is a far more powerful organ than that of any 
roynl licenser in eserting a similar control. 

Passages, even in Shakspeare, which were listened to 
by audiences a few years ago without manifestations of 
displeasure, are now entirely omitted by actors, and, if 
spoken, would inevitably be hissed. I do not mean to 
assert that there'are not passages left which ought to be 
expunged ; but I believe that, in time, thej' will not be 
tolerated ; and I hnow that it is the fault, not of the actor, 
but of the audience, if their ears are ever offended. The 
actor is supposed to speak only what is set down for him ; 
and, according to the strict regulations of some theatres, 
he would be heavily fined if he deviated, upon his own 
responsibility, from the text. 

There are plays in abundance which the most pious 
parent may take his children to witness with profit. 
Men who have won the highest distinctions, not through 
their genius only, but for the piety and purity of their 
lives, have devoted their talents to writing for the stage. 

More than two hundred English clergi/m&n have been 
dramatic <mthors.* 

The Arehbishop Gregory Nazianaen wrote sacred 
dramas from the histories of the Old and New Testa- 
ment, which were enacted upon the stage at Constanti- 
nople. From that Stage pagan plays were consequently 
banished-t 

» See Baker's Biographia Dramatioa. 

+ See Wwtoi\-s History of Eng. Poet., vol. iii. p. 196. 
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Apollinaris, Eishop of LaoJicea, wrote scriplural 
tragedies and comedies. 

In ancient times, mysteries and moralities were not 
only written, but acted, by the clergy. 

Sir Tliomaa More, the renowned statesman, botli 
wrote and acted " interludes," as tiiey were called. 

Milton wrote the tragic poem of Samson Agonisfes, 
and the masks of Arcades and Comus. The latter still 
keeps the stage. In the preface to his Samson Ago- 
nisles, he says, ■' Tragedy, as it was anciently composed, 
hath ever J)een held the greatest, moralest, and most 
profitable of all other poems. Heretofore, men in 
highest dignity have labored not a little to be thought 
able to compose a tragedy." 

Dr. Edward Young, the author of Night Tljoughls, 
wrote the tragedies of the Revenge, Eusiris, and the 
Brothers. The latter was enacted for the express pur- 
pose of adding the proceeds to the fund for the propa- 
gation of the gospel in foreign lands. 

The eloquent Eev. C. Maturin is the author of Ber- 
tram, (a favorite character of many distinguished tragedi- 
ans,) also of Manuel, Fredolfo, and Osrayn the Renegade. 

The Eev. H, Milman, author of the History of Chris- 
tianity, wrote Fazio, in which the genius of Miss 
O'Neil shone preeminent. He also wrote Belshazzar's 
Feast, the Fall of Jerusalem, and the Martyr of 
Antioch, 

The Rev. Dr. Croly wrote Catiline, and a comedy, 
which lias been represented with great success, entitled 
Pride shall have a Fall, 

The pious Addison wrote the tragedy of Cato, the 
comedy of the Drummer, and the opera of Rosamond. 

Dr, Johnson wrote the tragedy of Irene. 
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Coleridge wrote two tragedies, Remorse and Za- 
polya, and translated Schiller's Wallenslein. 

Thomson, Gtoldsmkh, Miss Hannah More, Miss 
Joanna BailHe, Hiss Mitford, have all contributed to 
the drama. 

To these, did space permit, I might add the names 
of many other authors, as noted for their religious at- 
tributes as for their great gifts. 

The soundest philosophers have declared that intel- 
lectual recreation was needful to the well being and 
mental health of man, and they hare pronounced the 
stage to be one of the highest sources of such recrea- 
tion. That rational amusement is a necessity of man's 
nature, imperatively demanded, Pindar and Aristotle 
have given their testimony. The former says, " Rest 
and enjoyment are universal physicians;" the latter, 
that " it is impossible for men to live in continual 
labor — repose and games must succeed to cares and 
watching." 

To unite amusement with instruction is to give relish 
to nourishment. The man whose energies are worn out 
with the daily stru^les in life, when he sees portrayed 
the sterner battle of some other life on the mimic world 
called the stage, forgets the cares tliat press too heavily 
on his own heart and paralyze its strength ; he passes 
out of the narrow circle in which his selfhood is hourly 
bound; his faculties are quickened and refreshed by 
listening to sparkling wit ; the finest chorda within his 
bosom are stirred by the breath of the poet's inspirations. 
Emotions — devotional, heroic, patriotic, or soothingly 
domestic — sweep over his prostrate spirit, and lift it up 
from the contact with the dust of realities. He returns 
to his labors invigorated, strengthened, and elevated by 
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fices — I appreciate fheir exertions — I respect their 
virtues; and I cherish the hope, that, in ceasing to be 
ranked amongst their nttmber, I shall not wholly be 
forgotten by tlieni. 



In writing Ihpse lUPraoiri, although they were ex- 
pres'fly designed for publication. I have endeavored to 
divest mjself of all remembrance of the reader, in the 
same degree that I should mentally abstract and sepa- 
rate myself from an audience while interpreting a 
character upon the stage. Ky accomplishing this de- 
sired end, I have been enabled to give a more unre- 
served transcript of events than would otherwise have 
been possible. 

In an autobiography, (here seems a degree of egotisni 
in the constant me of the first person singular, from 
which I have in vain sought some method of escape. 
For any consequent trenching upon the borders of good 
taste, I hope to be pardoned as for an unavoidable lite- 
rary trespass. I have endeavored to write a simple 
and faithful narrative — unambitious, unembellished — 
"nothing estenualing," and, assuredly, "setting down 
nothing in malice." It is for the public to judge how 
imperfectly I may have executed my task. I lay down 
my pen with a sense of relief, wiiich is In itself a guer- 
don ; for I have fulfilled ray promise, 

" LciTO hero the pages with long muaings eurlecl. 
And write dig nun my future's epigraph ! " 
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